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To  the  Right  Honourable 

CHARLES, 

Lord     CL  IFFORD. 

MY    LORD, 

IT  is  with  a  great  deal  of  pleafure  that  I  lay 
hold  on  this  firit  occasion,  which  the  accidents 
of  my  life  have  given  me,  of  writing  to  your  Lord- 
fhip  :  for  fince,  at  the  fame  time,  I  write  to  all  the 
world,  it  will  be  a  means  of  publifhing  (what  I 
would  have  every  body  know)  the  refpecl  and  duty 
which  I  owe  and  pay  to  you.  I  have  fo  much  in 
clination  to  be  yours,  that  I  need  no  other  engage 
ment  :  but  the  particular  ties  by  which  I  am  bound 
to  your  Lcrdihip  and  family,  have  put  it  out  of 
my  power  to  make  you  any  compliment ;  fince  all 
offers  of  myfelf  will  amount  to  no  more  than  an 
honeft  acknowledgment,  and  only  fhew  a  vvilling- 
nefs  in  me  to  be  grateful. 

I  am  very  near  wifhing  that  it  were  not  fo  much 
my  intereft  to  be  your  Lordfhip's  fervant,  that  it 
might  be  more  my  merit  ;•  not  that  I  would  a-void 
being  obliged  t,o  you,  but  I  would  have  my  own 
choice  to  run  me  into  the  debt ;  that  I  might  haye 
it  to  boaft,  I  had  diftinguillied  a  man,  to  whom  I 
would  be  glad  to  be  obliged,  even  without  the 
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hopes  of  having  it  in  my  power  ever  to  make  him 
a  return. 

It  is  impoffible  for  me  to  come  near  your  Lord- 
fhip,  in  any  kind,  and  not  to  receive  fome  favour  ; 
and  while  in  appearance  I  am  only  making  an  ac 
knowledgment  (with  the  ufual  underhand  dealing 
ef  the  world)  I  am,  at  the  fame  time,  infmuating 
my^own  intereft.  I  cannot  give  your  Lordftiip 
your  due,  without  tacking  a  bill  of  my  own  privi 
leges.  It  is  true,  if  a  man  never  committed  a  folly, 
he  would  never  ftand  in  need  of  a  protection  :  but 
then  power  would  have  nothing  to  do,  and  good- 
naiure  no  occafion  to  mew  itfelf ;  and  where  thofe 
qualities  are,  it  is  pity  they  fhould  want  objects  to 
fhine  upon.  I  muft  confefs  this  is  no  reafon  why  a 
man  fhould  do  an  idle  thing,  nor  indeed  any  good 
excufe  for  it,  when  done ;  yet  it  reconciles  the  ufes 
of  fuch  authority  and  goodnefs,  to  the  neceffities 
of  our  folliss  ;  and  is  a  fort  of  poetical  logic,  which, 
at  this  time,  I  would  make  ufe  of,  to  argue  your 
Lordlliip  into  a  protection  of  this  play.  It  is  the 
firft  offence  1  have  committed  in  this  kindv  or  in 
deed,  in  any  kind  of  poetry,  though  not  the  firft 
made  public;  and  therefore,  I  hope,  will  the  more 
eafily  be  pardoned :  but  had  it  been  adted.  when  it 
ivas  firft  written,  more  might  have  been  laid  in  its 
behalf;  ignorance  of  the  town  and  itage  would 
then  have  been  excufes  in  a  young  writer,  which 
now,  almoft  four  years  experience,  will  fcarce  allow 
of.  Yet  I  muft  declare  myfelf  fenfible  of  the  good 
nature  of  the  town,  in  receiving  this  play  fo  kindly, 
with  all  its  faults,  which  I  mull  own  were,  for  the 
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mofl  part,  very  induflrioufly  covered  by  the  care 
of  the  players ;  for  I  think,  fcarce  a  chara&er  but 
received  all  the  advantage  it  would  admit  of,  from 
the  juftnefs  of  the  action. 

As  for  the  critics,  my  Lord,  I  have  nothing  to 
fay  to,  or  againft,  any  of  them  of  any  kind ;  from 
thcle  who  make  juft  exceptions,  to  thofe  who  find 
fault  in  the  wrong  place.  I  will  only  make  this 
general  anfwer  in  behalf  of  my  play,  (an  anfwer 
which  Epicletus  advifes  every  man  to  make  for 
himfelf  to  his  cenfurers)  viz.  That  if  they  iubo  find 
fame  faults  in  it  tuere  as  intimate  nuitb  it  as  I  amt 
they  would  find  a  great  many  more.  This  is  a  con- 
felEon  which  I  needed  not  to  have  made  ;  but  how 
ever,  I  can  draw  this  ufe  from  it,  to  my  own  ad 
vantage,  that  I  think  there  are  no  faults  in  it  but 
what  1  do  know ;  which,  as  1  take  it,  is  the  firft 
flep  to  an  amendment. 

Thus  I  may  live  in  hopes  (fome  time  or  other) 
of  making  the  town  amends  ;  bat  you,  my  Lord, 
I  never  can,  though  I  am  ever 

Your  Lordfhip's  moft  obedient, 

• 

And  moft  humble  fervaat, 
WILLIAM  CONGK.ETI* 


C    10    ] 

-TO 

Mr       CONGREVE, 

HEN  virtue  in  purfuit  of  fame  appears, 
And  forward  fhoots  the  growth  beyond  the  years, 
We  timely  court  the  rifing  hero's  caufe  ; 
And  on  his  fide,  the  poet  wifely  draws; 
Befpeaking  him  hereafter,  by  applaufe. 
The  days  will  come,  when  we  fhall  all  receive 
Returning  intereft,  from  what  now  we  give;. 
Inftrudled,  and  fupportcd  by  that  praife, 
And  reputation,  which  we  ftrive  to  raifc. 
Nature  fo  coy,  fo  hardly  to  be  woo'd,. 
Flies,  like  a  miftrefs,  but  to  be  purfu'd. 
O  Congreve!  boldly  follow  on  the  chace; 
She  looks  behind,  and  wants  thy  fhong  embrace  ; 
She  yields,  £he  yields,  furrenders  all  h.er  eharms, 
Do  you  but  force  her  gently  to  your  arms  : 
Such  nerves,  fuch  graces,  in  your  lines  appear, 
As  you  were  made  to  be  her  ravifhcr. 
Dryden  has  long  extended  his  command, 
By  right  divine,  quite  through  the  mufes  land; 
Abfolute  lord  ;  and  holding  now  from  none, 
But  great  Apollo,  his  undoubted  crown ; 
(That  empire  fettled,  and  grown  old  in  pow'r) 
Can  wifh  for  nothing,  but  a  fuccefibr : 
Not  to  enlarge  his  limits,  but  maintain 
Thole  provinces,  which  he  alone  could  gain. 
His  eldeft  Wycherly,  in  wife  retreat, 
Thought  it  not  worth  his  quiet  to  be  great. 
JLoofe,  wand'ring  Etherege,  in  wild  pleasures  toft, 
And  foreign  int'rcfts,  to  his  hopes  long  loft  : 
Poor  Lee  and  Otway  dead  !  Congreve  appears, 
The  darling,  and  laft  comfort  of  his  years  : 
May'ft  thou  live  long  in  ihy  great  Matter's  fmilejj, 
And  growing  under  him,  adora  thefe  ifles  l 
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But  when when  part  of  him  (be  that  but  late) 

His  body  yielding  muft  fubmit  to  fate, 

Leaving  his  deathlefs  works,  and  thee  behind, 

(The  natural  fucceiTor  of  his  mind) 

Then  may'ft  thou  finifh  what  he  has  begun ; 

Heir  to  his  merit,  but  in  fame  his  ion. 

What  thou  haft  done,  fliews  all  is  in  thy  pow'r  ; 

And  to  write  better,  only  muft  write  more. 

'Tis  fomething  to  be  willing  to  commend; 

£ut  my  beftpraife  is,  that  I  am  your  friend. 

THOMAS  SOT/THERNE, 

To    Mr    C  O  N  G  R  E  V  E. 

P*  H  E  danger's  great  in  thefe  cenforious  days, 
-*•     When  critics  are  fo  rife,  to  venture  praife  : 
When  the  infectious  and  ill-natur'd  brood 
Behold,  and  damn  the  work  becaufe  'tis  good; 
And  with  a  proud;  ungenerous  fpirit,  try 
To  pafs  an  oftracifm  on  poetry. 
But  you,  my  friend,  your  worth  does  fafely  bear 
Above  their  fpleen  ;  you  have  no  caufe  for  fear  ; 
Like  a  well-mettled  hawk,  you  took  your  flight 
Qvjite  out  of  reach,  and  almoft  out  of  fight. 
AJ  the  ftrong  fun,  in  a  fair  fummer's  day,  •» 

You  rife,  and  drive  the  rnifts  and  clouds  away,  C 

The  owls  and  bats,  and  all  the  birds  of  prey.  J 

Each  line  of  yours  like  polifh'd  fteel's  fo  hard, 
In  beauty  fafe  it  wants  no  other  guard  : 
.Nature  herftlf  's  beholden  to  your  drefs, 
Which  though  (till  like,  much  fairer  you  exprefs. 
Some  vainly  flriving  honour  to  obtain, 
Leave  to  their  heirs  the  traffic  of  their  brain, 
Like  China  under  ground,  the  ripening  ware, 
In  a  long  time,  perhaps  grows  worth  our  care  : 
But  you  now  reap  the  fame,  fo  well  you've  fown  ; 
The  planter  tafles his  fruit  to  ripencfs  grown. 
As  a  fair  orange-tree  at  once  is  feen, 
Big  with  what's  ripe,  yet  fpringing  ftill  with  green ; 
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So  at  one  time  my  worthy  friend  appears, 
With  all  the  fap  of  youth,  and  weight  of  years. 
Accept  my  pious  love,  as  forward  zeal, 
Which,  though  it  ruins  me.  I  can't  conceal  : 
Expos'd  to  cenfure  for  my  weak  applaufe, 
I'm  pleas'd  to  fufler  in  fo  juft  a  caufe : 
And  though  my  offering  may  unworthy  prove, 
Take,  as  a  friend,  the  willies  of  my  love. 

J.  MARSH. 

To     Mr    C  O  N  G  R  E  V  E. 

I  T,  like  true  gold,  refin'd  from  all  allay, 
Immortal  is,  and  never  can  decay  ; 

*Tis  in  all  times  and  languages  the  fame  ; 

Nor  can  an  ill  translation  quench  the  flame  : 

For  though  the  form  and  fafhion  don't  remain, 

Th'  intrinfic  value  dill  it  will  retain. 

Then  1st  each  iludied  icene  be  writ  with  art  ; 

And  judgment  fweat  to  form  the  labour 'd  part; 

Each  rhara&er  be  juft,  and  Nature  feein  ; 

Without  th'  ingredient,  wit,  'tis  all  but  phlegm  : 

For  that's  the  foul,  which  all  the  mafs  mufl  move, 

And  wake  our  pallions  into  grief,  or  love 
But  you,  tiK>  bounteous,  fow  your  wit  fb  thick, 
We  are  Uirpria'd,  and  know  not  where  to  pick  : 
And  while  n-ith  clapping,   we  are  juft  to  you, 
•Ourfelves  we  injure,  and  lofe  fomethhig  new. 
What  mayn't  we  then,  great  youth,  of  thee  prefage! 
Whole  ait  and  wit  fo  mc.ch  rranfrend  thy  age  ? 
How  \\ilt  thou  {hi i ic  at  thy  meridian  height, 
Who,  at  thy  riling   giv'lt  fo  vafl  a  light- ? 
When  Dryden  dying  fj-isll  the  world  deceive, 
Whom  we  immortal,  as  his  works,  believe  ; 
Thou  flialt  fuccced,  the  gloiy  of  the  ftage, 
Adorn  aud  tuttrtain  the  comic  age. 

BE VIL  HIGGONS* 


PROLOGUE, 

Intended  for  the 

OLD      BACHELOR. 

Written  by  the  Lord  FALKLAND. 

O  S  T  authors  on  the  ftage  at  firft  appear 


Mc 

X>1   Lit 


ike  widows  bridegrooms,  full  of  doubt  and  fear: 
They  judge,  from  the  experience  of  the  dame, 
How  hardi  a  talk  it  is  to  quench  her  flame  : 
And  who  falls  fhort  of  furnifhing  a  courfe, 
Up  to  hi=  brawny  predeceiTer's  force, 
With  utmofl  rage  from  her  embraces  thrown, 
Remains  convicted,  as  an  empty  drone. 
Thus  often,  to  his  fliame,  a  pert  beginner 
Proves,  in  the  end,  a  miferable  finuer. 

As  for  our  younglkr,  I  am  apt  to  doubt  him, 
With  all  the  vigour  of  his  youth  about  him  : 
But  he,  more  fanguine,  trufts  in  on<r-and-twenty, 
And  impudently  hopes  he  thall content  you; 
For  tho*  his  bachelor  be  worn  and  cold, 
He  thinks  the  young  may  club  to  help  the  old ; 
And  what  alone  can  be  atchiev'd  by  neither, 
Is  often  brought  about  by  both  together. 
The  brifkeft  of  you  all  have  felt  alarms, 
Finding  the  fair  one  proftitute  her  charms, 
With  broken  fighs,  in  her  old  fumbler's  arms. 
But  for  our  fpark,  he  fwears  he'll  ne'tr  be  jealous 
Of  any  rivals,  but  young  lufty  fellows. 
Faith  let  him  try  his  chance,  and  if  the  flave, 
After  his  bragging   prove  a  wefliy  knave, 
May  he  be  banifli'd  to  fome  lonely  den, 
And  never  more  have  leave  to  dip  his  pen : 
But  if  he  be  the  champion  he  pretends, 
Both  fcxes  fure  will  join  to  be  his  friends  : 
For  all  agree,  where  all  can  have  their  ends. 
And  you  muft  own  him  for  a  man  of  might, 
If  he  holds  out  to  pleafe  you  the  third  night. 

Vot.  I.  B 


PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mrs  BRACEGIRDLE. 

T 1  O  W  this  vile  world  is  chang'd  !  in  former  days, 

Prologues  were  ferious  fpeeches  before  plays  ; 
Grave  folemn  things,  as  graces  are  to  feafts : 
\Vhere  poets  begg'd  a  blefling  from  their  guefis. 
But  now,  no  more  like  fupplianrs  we  come; 
A  play  makes  war,  and  prologue  is  the  drum  : 
Arm'd  with  keen  fatire,  and  with  pointed  wit,  ") 

We  threaten  you  who  do  for  judges  (it, 
To  fave  our  plays,  or  elfe  we'll  damn  your  pit. 
But  for  your  comfort,  it  falls  out  to-day, 
We've  a  young  author,  and  his  firfl-born  play  ; 
So,  ftanding  only  on  his  good  behaviour, 
He's  very  civil,  and  intreats  your  favour. 
Not  but  the  man  has  malice,  would  he  fliow  it, 
Bur  on  my  confcicnce  he's  a  bafhful  poet ; 
You  think  that  ftrange — no  matter,  he'll  out-grow 
Well,  I'm  his  advocate — by  me  he  prays  you, 
(I  don't  know  whether  I  (hall  fpeak  to  pleafe  you) 
Ik  prays — O  blefs  me!   what  fhall  I  do  now! 
Hang  me  if  I  know  what  he  prays,  or  how  ! 
And  'twas  the  prettied  prologue  as  he  wrote  it! 
Well  the  duce  take  me.  if  I  han't  forgot  it. 
O  Lord,  for  heaven's  fake  excufe  the  play,  -\ 

Becaufe,  you  know   if  it  be  damn'd  to  day,  > 

3  fhall  be  hang'd  for  wanting  what  to  fay.  3 

For  mv  fake  then but  !'m  in  fuch  confufion, 

J  cannot  flay  to  hear  your  refolution. 

\JRum  off. 


nv  it.      J 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mrs  BARRY. 

AS  a  rafli  girl,  who  will  all  hazards  run, 
And  be  enjoy 'd  tho'  fure  to  be  undone  ; 
Soon  as  her  curiofity  is  over, 
Would  give  the  world  flie  could  her  toy  recover  : 
So  fares  it  with  our  poet,  and  I'm  fent 
To  tell  you,  he  already  does  repent. 
Would  you  were  all  as  forward  to  keep  lent. 
Now  the  deed's  done,  the  giddy  thing  ha.t  leifure 
To  think  o'th'fting  that's  in  the  tail  of  ptealuic. 
Methinks,  1  hear  him  in  confideration  ! 
What  will  the  world  fay  ?  where's  my  reputation  ? 
Now  that's  at  flake — No,  fool,  'tis  out  o'  fafliion. 
If  lofs  of  that  fhould  follow  want  of  wit, 
How  many  undone  men  were  in  the  pit  ? 
Why  that's  fome  comfort  to  an  author's  fears, 
If  he's  an  afs,  he  will  be  try'd  by's  peers. 

But  hold 1  am  exceeding  my  cummilfion; 

My  bufinefs  here,  was  humbly  to  petition  : 

But  we're  fo  us'd  to  rail  on  thefe  occafions* 

I  could  not  help  one  trial  of  your  patience  : 

For  'tis  our  way  (you  know)  for  fear  o'  th'  worffy 

To  be  beforehand  (till,  and  cry  fool  firft. 

How  fay  you,  fparks :  how  do  you  (band  affected  .' 

I  fwear,  young  Bays  within  is  fo  dcjt&ed, 

'Twou'd  grieve  your  hearts  to  fee  him  ;  fliall  I  call  him? 

But  then  you  cruel  critics  would  fo  maul  him  ! 

Tet,  may  be  you'll  encourage  a  beginner  ; 

But  how  ? Jufl  as  the  devil  does  a  finner. 

Women  and  wits  are  us'd  t'en  much  at  one, 

You  gain  your  end,  and  damn  'em  when  you've  done* 

B   A 


Dramatis  Perfonze. 


MEN. 


KIARTWELI,  a  furly  old  bache- 
lor,  pretending  to  flight  wo- 
men,  fecretly  in  love  with  Sil~ 
via, 

BELLMOUR,  inlovewith  Belinda, 

VAT*LOvE,capriciousmhislove; 
in  love  with  Araminta, 

SHARPtR, 

Sir  Jos  KPH  WITTCL, 

Captain  BLUFF, 

FONDLE  WIFE,  a  banker, 

SETTER,  a  pimp, 

Servant  to  Fondlewife. 


Mr  BETTERTOK. 

Mr  POWIL. 
Mr  WlLLIAMS. 

Mr  VE  RBRUGGEK. 
MrBowEK. 
Mr  HAIKES. 
MrDoGGET. 
Mr  UN  D  IK  n  ILL. 


WOMEN. 


MrsB]llCEGIRDLl4 


ARAMINTA,  in  love  *ith  Vain- 

love, 
BELINDA  her  coufin  an  aflFeAed  7  Mrs  MOVNTFO]IT/ 

lady,  m  love  with  Bdimoar,        j 
L.ATIT  i  A,  wife  to  Fondlewife,  Mrs  BARRT. 

SILVIA,  Vainlove'.  forfaken  mi-  ">   Mr,BoWMAK. 

ftreis,  J 

LUCY,  her  maid,  MrsLxic*< 

Boy  and  Footmen. 
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THE 

OLD     BACHELOR. 

ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 

SCENE,    the  Street. 

£  E  L  L  M  O  U  R    and    VAINLOVE    meeting. 
B  E  L  L  M  O  U  R. 

VATNLOVE,  and  abroad  fo  early!  good  morrow; 
I  thought  a  contemplative  lover  could  no  more  have 
parted  with  his  bed  in  a  morning,  than  he  could 
have  flept  in't. 

Vtin.  Bellmour,  good  morrow Why,  truth  on't  is, 

tliefe  early  Tallies  are  not  ufual  tome;  but  buftnefs,  as  you 
fee,  ^ir — [Shewing  letters.]  And  bufinefs  muft  be  followed, 
or  be  loft. 

Bell.  Bufinefs ! — • — And  fo  muft  time,  my  friend, 

be  clofe  purfued,  or  loft.  Bufinefs  is  the  rub  of  life,  per 
verts  our  aim,  cafts  off  the  bias,  and  leaves  us  wide  and 
fhort  of  the  intended  mark. 

Vain.  Pleafure,  I  guefs.  you  mean. 

Bell.  Ay,  what  elfe  has  meaning  ? 

Vain.   Oh,  the  wife  will  tell  you • 

Bel1.  More  than  they  believe — —or  underftand. 

Vain.  How,  how,  Ned,  a  wife  man  fay  more  than  he  un- 
derfbads  ? 

Bell.  Ay,  ay,  wifdom's  nothing  but  a  pretending  to 
know  and  believe  more  than  we  really  do.  You  read 
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but  of  one  wife  man,  and  all  that  he  knew  was,  that  he 
knew  nothing.  Come,  come,  leave  bufmefs  to  idlers,  and 
wiCJom  to  fools  :  they  have  need  of  "em  :  \vit,  be  my  fa 
culty,  and  pleafure  my  occupation ;  and  let  father  Time 
{hake  his  giafs.  Let  low  and  early  fouls  grovel  'till  they 
have  work'd  thcmfelves  fix  foot  deep  into  a  grave 

Bufinefs  is  not  my  element 1  roll  in  a  higher  orj>, 

and  dwell 

Vain.  In  caftles  i'fh'  air  of  thy  own  building :  that's  thy 

clement,  Ned. Well,  as  high  a  flier   as  you  are,    I 

have  a  lure  may  make  you  (loop.  [Flings  a  letter. 

Bell.  I  marry,  Sir,    I  have  a  hawk's   eye  at  a  woman's 

hand There's  more  elegancy  in  the  falfe  fpelling  of  this 

fuperfcription  [  Takes  up  the  letter.]  than  in  all  Cicero— 
Let  me  fee — How  now !  Dear  perfidious  Vainkve.  [Reads. 

Vain.  Hold,  hold,  s'life,  that's  the  wrong. 

Bi'll.  Nay,  let's  fee  the  name  (Sylvia!)  how  canft  thou 
be  ungrateful  to  that  creature  ?  She's  extremely   pretty, 

and  loves  thee  entirely 1  have  heard  her  breathe  fuch 

raptures  about  thee 


V iin.  Ay,  or  any  body  that  flic's  about- 


BcH.  No,  faith,  Frank,  you  wrong  her ;  flie  has  been 
juft  to  you. 

.  That's  pleafant,  by  my  troth,  from  thee,  who  haft 
had  her. 

Sell.  Never — her  affections :  'tis  true,  by  Heav'n,  £he 
own'd  it  to  ray  face;  and  blaihing  like  the  virgin  morn 
when  it  dilclofed  ths  cheat,  which  that  trufty  bawd  of  Na 
ture,  Night,  had  hid,  confefs'd  her  foul  was  true  to  you ; 
though  I  by  treachery  had  Iroln  the  blifs  •  • 

Vatn.  bo  was  true  as  turtle — in  imagination,  Ned,  ha  ? 
Preach  this  doctrine  to  hufbands,  and  the  married  women 
will  .;dore  thee. 

Bell.  Why,  faith  I  think  it   will  do  well  enough If 

the  Imfband  be  out  of  the  way,  for  the  wife  to  ihew  her 
foiubtfs  and  impatience  of  his  abfence  by  choofmg  a  lover 
as  like  him  as  ihe  can ;  and  what  is  unlike,  flie  may  help 
out  with  her  own  fancy. 
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Vain.  But  is  it  not  an  abufe  to  the  lover  to  be  made  a 
blind  of? 

Bell.  As  you  fay  the  abufe  is  to  the  lover,  not  the  huf- 
band  :  for  'tis  an  argument  of  her  great  zeal  towards  him, 
that  {he  will  enjoy  him  in  effyy. 

Vain.  It  muir.  be  a  very  fuperflitious  country,  where 
fuch  zeal  paffes  for  true  devotion.  I  doubt  it  will  be 
damn'd  by  all  our  Proteftant  hufbands  for  flat  idolatry — 
But  if  you  can  make  Alderman  Fondlewifc  of  your  perfua- 
fion,  this  letter  will  be  needlefs. 

Bell.  What,  the  old  banker  with  the  handfome  wife  ? 

Vain.  Ay. 

Bell.  Let  me  fee,  Lsetitia !  Oh  'tis  a  delicious  morfcl. 
Dear  Frank,  thou  art  the  trutft  friend  in  the  world. 

*•%!«.  Ay,  am  I  not  ?  To  be  continually  darting  of 
hares  for  you  to  courfe.  \Ve  were  certainly  cut  out  for 
one  another;  for  my  temper  quits  an  amour  juft  where 
thine  takes  it  up — But  read  that,  it  is  an  appointment  for 
me  this  evening,  when  Fondlewife  will  be  gone  out  of 
town,  to  meet  the  msftcr  of  a  lliip,  about  the  return  of  a 
venture  which  he's  in  danger  of  lofing.  Read,  read. 

Bdl.  [Reads.]  Hum,  hum — "  Out  of  town  this  evening, 
"  and  talks  of  fending  for  Mr  Spin  text  to  keep  me  compa- 
"  ny;  but  I'll  take  ca:c  he  fhall  not  beat  home."  Good! 
Spintext  !  Oh  the  fanatic  one-ey'd  paribn  ! 

Vain.  Ay. 

Bell  [Reads.]  Hum,  hum "  That  your  converfation 

"  will  be  much  more  agreeable,  if  you  can  counterfeit  his 
"  habit  to  blind  the  fcrvants."  Very  good  i  Then  I  mud 

be  difguifed With  all  my  heart it  adds  a  gufto  to  an 

amour;  gives  it  the  greater  refemblance  of  theft;  and 
among  us  lewd  mortals,  the  deeper  the  fin  the  fweeter. 
Prank,  I'm  amaz'd  at  thy  good-nature 

Vain.  Faith,  I  hate  love  when  'tis  forc'd  upon  a  man,  as 

I  do  wine And  this  bufmefs  is  none  of  my 

feeking;  I  only  happened  to  be  oucc  or  twice,  where  Lxti- 
tia  was  the  handlbiueft  woman  in  company,  fo  conitquent- 
ly  applied  royielf  to  her  •  •  And  it  Teems  ilie  has 
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taken  me  at  my  word Had  you   been  there,  or  any 

body,  'thad  been  the  fame. 

S-.ll.  I  wifli  I  mayfucceed  as  the  fame. 

Vain.  Never  doubt  it ;  for  if  the  fpirit  of  cuckoldom  be 
once  raifed  up  in  a  woman,  the  devil  can't  lay  it,  'till  flic 
has  done't. 

Sell.  Pr'ythee,  what  fort  of  a  fellow  is  Fondlewife  ? 

Vain.  A  kind  of  mongrel  zealot,  fometimes  very  precife 
and  peevifli  :  but  I  have  feen  him  pleafant  enough  in  his 
way;  much  addidted  to  jealoufy,  but  more  to  fondnefs  ; 
fo  that  as  he's  often  jealous  without  a  caufe,  he's  as  often 
fatisried  without  reafon. 

Bell.  A  very  even  temper,  and  fit  for  my  purpofe.  I 
muft  get  your  man  Setter  to  provide  my  difguife. 

Vain.    Ay,  you  may  take  him  for  good   and  all  if  you 

•will,  for  you  have  made  him  lit  for  no  body  elfe • 

Well 

Bell.  You're   going  to  vifu    in  return  of   Silvia's  letter 

Poor  rogue.     Any  hour  of   the  day  or   night  will 

ferve  her But  do  you  know  nothing  of   a  new  rival 

there  ? 

Vain.  Yes,  Heartwel},,  that  furly,  old,  pretended  wo 
man-hater,  thinks  her  virtuous;  that's  one  reafon  why 
I  fail  her :  I  would  have  her  fret  herfelf  out  of  conceit 
\vith  ine,  that  flie  may  entertain  fome  thoughts  of  him» 
I  know  he  vifits  her  ev'ry  day. 

Bell.  Yet  rails  on  ftill,  and  thinks  his  love  unknown  to 
us ;  a  little  time  will  fwell  him  fo,  he  muft  be  forc'd  to  give 
itbirih;  and  the  difcovery  muft  needs  be  very  pleafant 
from  himfelf;  to  fet  what  pains  he  will  take,  and  how  he 
will  (train  to  be  delivered  ol  a  ftcret  when  he  has  mifcar- 
ried  of  it  already. 

Well,  good  morrow,  let's  dine  together;   I'll  meet 
you  at  the.-  old  place. 

Bell.  With  all  my  heart;  it  lyes  convenient  for  us  to  pay 
our  afternoon  fervices  to  our  miftrefles.  1  find  I  am  dam 
nably  in  love,  I'm  fo  uneafy  fcr  not  having  feen  Belinda 
ytfttrday.  ' 
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Vain,  But  1  faw  my  Araminta,  yet  am  as  impatient. 

SCENE       H. 

BELL  M  OUR   alone. 

Sell.  Why  what  a  cormorant  In  lore  am  I !  who  not 
contented  with  the  flaveryof  honourable  love  in  one  place, 
and  the  pleafure  of  enjoying  fome  half  a  fcore  miftrefTes 
of  my  own  acquiring,  muft  yet  take  Vainlove's  bufiuefs 
upon  my  hands,  becaufe  it  lay  too  heavy  upon  his  :  fo  am 
not  only  forc'd  to  lie  with  other  mens  wives  for  'em,  but 
jnuft  alfo  undertake  the  harder  talk  of  obliging  their  mi* 
ftrefles — I  muft  take  up,  or  I  {hall  never  hold  out ;  fle(k 
and  blood  cannot  bear  it  always. 

SCENE      III. 

[Ta  himj  SHARPER. 

Sharp.  I'm  forry  to  fee  this,  Ned;  once  a  man  come* 
to  his  foliloquies  I  give  him  for  gone. 

Bell.  Sharper,  I'm  glad  to  fee  thee. 

Sharp.  What,  is  Belinda  cruel,  that  you  are  fo  thought 
ful? 

Bell.  No,  faith,  not  for  that But  there's  a 

bnfinefs  of  confequence  fall'n  cv.t  to-day,  that  require* 
fome  conGdcration. 

Sharp.  Prithee  vhat  mighty  bufinefs  of  confequence 
canft  thou  have  ? 

Bell.  Why,  you  muft  know  'tis  a  piece  of  work  to 
ward  the  finifhing  an  alderman  ;  it  feems  I  muft  put  the 
laft  hand  to  it,  and  dub  him  cuckold,  that  he  may  be  of 
equal  dignity  with  the  reft  of  his  brethren ;  fo  I  muft  beg 
Belinda's  pardon. 

Sharp.  Faith  e'en  give  her  over  for  good-and-all ;  yoa 
can  have  na  hopes  of  getting  her  for  a  jniftrcls ;  and  flac 


A*  THE    OLD    BACHELOR. 

is  too  proud,  too  inconftant,  too  affctSted  and  too  wilfy, 
and  too  handfome  for  a  wife. 

Bell.  But  Hie  can't  have  too  much  money  — —  Thert'g 

twelve  thoufand  pound,  Tom. 'Tis  true  fhe  is  excef- 

fively  foppifli  and  affected,  but  in  my  confcience  I  believe 
the  baggage  loves  me;  for  flie  never  Ipcaks  well  of  me 
herfelf,  nor  fuffers  any  body  elfe  to  rail  at  me.  Then, 
as  [  told  you,  there's  twelve  thoufand  pound — Hum — 
Why,  faith,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  fhe  does  not  appear  to 

be  fo  very  affected  neither Give  her  her  due,  I  think 

the  woman's  a  woman,  and  that's  all.  As  fuch  I  am  fure 
I  fliall  like  her,  for  the  devil  take  me  if  I  don't  love  aH 
the  fer. 

Sharp.  And  here  comes  one  who  fwears  as  heartily  he 
kates  ail  the  fei. 


SCENE      IV, 
[TV  them]    HEARTWELL. 

Hell  Who  ?  Heartwel! !  Ay,  but  he  knows  better  thing* 

• II  \v  now,  George,  where  haft  thou  been  fnarHng 

odious  truth,-,  and  entertaining  co-npany  like  a  phyficiar-^ 
with  difcourfe  of  their  difeafes  and  infirmities  ?  What  fine 
lady  haft  thou  been  putting  out  of  conceit  with  herftlf, 
and  perfuadiag  that  the  face  fhe  had  been  making  all  the 
morning,  was  none  of  her  own  ?  for  I  know  thou  art  as 
unmannerly  and  as  unwelcome  to  a  woman,  as  a  looking? 
glaf?  after  the  fmall-pox. 

Heart.  I  confefs  I  have  not  been  fneering  fulfom  lies 
and  naufeous  flattery,  fawning  upon  a  little  ta-.vdry  whort 
that  will  fawn  upon  me  again,  and  entertain  any  puppy 
that  comes,  like  a  tumbler,  with  the  fame  tricks  over 
and  over.  For  fuch  I  guefs  may  have  been  your  late  em 
ployment. 

Kcl.  Wou'd  thou  hadft  come  a  little  fooner  :  Vainlove 
would  have  wrought  thy  converficn,  and  been  a  chronpioa 
fur  the  caufe. 
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Veart.  What,  has  he  been  here?  that's  one  of  love's 
April-fools,  is  always  upon  (bine  errand  that's  to  no  pur- 
pole,  ever  embarking  in  adventures,  yet  never  comes  to 
harbour. 

Sharp.  That's  becaufe  he  always  fets  out  in  foul  wea 
ther,  loves  to  buffet  with  the  winds,  meet  the  tide,  aad 
fail  in  the  teeth  of  o^pofuion. 

Heart.  What    has  he  not  dropt  anchor  at  Araminta  ? 
Bell     1'ruth  on't  is  Hie  fits  his  temper  bed,  is  a  kind  of 
floating  ifland ;  fometimes  feems  in  reach,   then  vanifhes, 
and  kteps  himbufied  in  the  fearch. 

Sharp.  She  had  need  have  a  good  fhare  of  fenfe  to  ma 
nage  fo  capricious  a  lover. 

Bell.  Faith  I  don't  know;  he's  of  a  temper  the  moft 
eafy  to  himielf  in  the  world;  ht  takes  as  much  always  of 
an  amour  as  he  cares  for,  and  quits  it  when  it  grows  (laic 
or  unpleafant. 

Sharp.  An  argument  of  very  little  pafllon,  very  good 
underflanding,  and  very  ill-nature. 

Heart.  And  proves  that  Va.nlove  plays  the  fool  with 
difcretion. 

Sharp.  You,  Bellmour,  are  bound  in  gratitude  to  ftickle 
for  him;  you  with  pleafure  reap  the  fruit,  which  he  takes 
pains  to  fow ;  he  does  the  drudgery  in  the  mine,  and  you 
ftamp  your  image  on  the  gold. 

Bell.  He's  of  another  opinion,  and  fays  I  do  the  ilrud- 
gcry  in  the  mine.  Mrell,  we  have  each  our  fhare  of  fport, 
and  each  that  which  he  likes  beft;  'tis  his  diverfion  to  fet, 
'tis  mine  to  cover  the  partridge. 

Heart    And  it  fliould  be  mine  to  let  'em  go  again. 
Sharp.  Not  till  you  had  mouth'd  a  little,  George,  I  think 
that's  all  thou  art  fit  for  now. 

Heart.  Good  Mr  Young-fellow,  you're  miflaken  ;  as 
aWe  as  yourfelf,  and  as  nimble  too,  tho'  I  mayn't  have 
fo  much  mercury  in  my  limbs  ;  'tis  true  indeed,  I  don't 
force  appetite,  but  wait  the  natural  call  of  my  luft,  and 
think  it  time  enough  to  be  lewd,  after  1  have  had  temp 
tation. 
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Sell.  Time  enough  ?  ay  too  foon,  I  fliould  rather  have 
expelled,  from  a  perfon  of  your  gravity. 

tieatt.  Yet  it  is  oftentimes  too  late  with  fome  of  you 

young,  termagant  flafliy  finners you  have  all  the  guilt 

of  the  intention,  and  none  of  the  pleaiure  of  the  pra&ice 
'tis  true  you  are  fo  eager  in  purfuit  ot  the  temptation, 
that  you  lave  the  devil  the  trouble  of  leading  you  into  it : 
nor  is  it  out  of  discretion,  that  you  don't  fwallow  that  very 
hook  yourfelves  have  baited,  but  you  are  cloy'd  with  the 
preparative,  and  what  you  mean  for  a  whet,  turns  the  edge 
of  your  puny  ftomachs.  Your  love  is  like  your  courage, 
•which  you  fliew  for  the  firft  year  or  two  upon  all  occafions ; 
'till  in  a  little  time,  being  difabled  or  disarmed,  you  abnte 
of  your  vigour,  and  that  daring  blade  which  was  Ib  often 
drawn,  is  bound  to  the  peace  for  ever  after. 

BclL  Thou  art  an  old  fornicator  of  a  fingular  good  prin 
ciple  indeed!  and  art  for  encouraging  youth,  that  they 
may  be  as  wicked  as  thou  art  at  thy  years. 

Heart.  I  am  for  having  everybody  be  what  they  pretend 
to  be  •,  a  whoremafter  be  a  whoremaftcr,  and  not  like 
Vainlove,  kils  a  lapdog  with  paffion,  when  it  would  tiif- 
gufl  him  from  the  lady's  own  lips. 

Sell.  That  only  happens  fometimes,  where  the  dog 
has  the  fweeter  breath,  tor  the  more  cleanly  conveyance. 
But  George,  you  mufl  not  quarrel  with  little  gallantries 
of  this  nature  :  women  are  often  won  by  'em.  Who 
would  lefufe  to  kits  a  lap-dog,  if  it  were  preliminary  to 
the  lips  of  his  lady  ? 

Shi!-p.  Or  omit  playing  with  her  fan,  and  cooling  her 
if  flie  were  hot,  when  it  might  intiile  him  to  the  office  of 
warming  her  when  fhe  fliould  be  cold  ?, 

Bell.  What,  is.  it  to  read  a  play  in  a  rainy  day  ?  though 
you  fliould  be  now  and  then  interrupted  in  a  witty  fcene, 
and  flie  perhaps  prefcrve  her  laughter,  'till  the  jcft  were 
over  :  even  ihat  may  be  borne  with,  confidtring  the  reward 
in  profpe&. 

Heart.  I  confefs,  you  that  are  womens  afles  bear  great 
er  burdens ;  are  forced  to  undergo  drelfing,  dancing,  fing- 
ft 
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ing,  figliing,  whining,  rhyming,  flattering,  lying,  grin 
ning,  cringing,  and  the  drudgery  of  loving  to  boot. 

Bell.  O  brute,  the  drudgery  of  loving  ! 

Hrs't.  Ay,  why  to  come  to  love  through  all  thefe  incum- 
brances,  is  like  coming  to  an  eftate  overcharged  with  debts; 
which,  by  the  time  you  have  paid,  yield?  no  further  profit 
than  what  the  baie  tillage  and  manuring  of  the  land  will 
produce  at  the  expence  of  your  own  fweat. 

.Be//.  Pr'ythee,  how  doft  thou  love  .' 

Sharp.  He  !  he  hates  thefer. 

Heart.  So  I  hate  phyfic  too yet  I  may  love  to  take  it 

for  my  health. 

Bell.  Well  come  off,  George,  if  at  any  time  you  fhould 
be  taken  dray  ing. 

Sharp.  He  has  need  of  fuch  an  excufc,  confidering  the 
prcitnt  ftate  of  his  body. 

Heart.  How  d'ye  mean  ? 

Sharp.  Why,  if  whoring  be  purging  (as  you  call  it),  then, 
I  may  fay,  marriage  is  entering  into  a  courfe  of  phyfic. 

Bell.  How,  George,  does  the  wind  blow  there  ? 

Heart.  It  will  as   ibon  blow  north  and  be-fouth — . 

marry,  quotha!  I  hope  in  Heaven  I  have  a  greater  portion 
of  grace,  and  I  thiulc  I  have  baited  too  many  of  thofe 
traps,  to  be  caught  in  one  myfelf. 

Bell-  Who  the  devil  would  have  thee  ?  unlefs  'twere  an 
oyftcr- woman,  to  propagate  young  fry  for  Billingfgate — 
thy  talent  will  never  recommend  thee  to  any  thing  of  bet 
ter  quality. 

Heart.  My  talent  is  chiefly  that  of  fpeaking  truth,  which 
I  don't  expeifb  fhall  ever  recommend  me  to  people  of  qua 
lity 1  thank  Heav'n,  I  have  very  honeftly  purchafcd 

the  hatred  of  all  the  great  families  in  town. 

Sharp  And  you  in  return  of  fplcen  hate  them  :  But 
could  you  hope  to  be  receiv'd  into  the  alliance  of  a  noble 
family 

Htart.  No,  I  hope  1  iliall  never  merit  thit  affliction—— 

to  be  punifhed  with  a  wife  of  birth be  a  flag  of  the 

firft  head,  and  bear  my  horns  aloft,  like  one  of  the  Tup- 
Vox..  I.  C 


aff  TH  E    OL  D    B  ACHE  L  O  R. 

porters  of  my  wife's  coat.      S'death,  I  would  not  be  a  cuc 
kold  to  e'er  an  illuftrious  whore  in  England. 

Bell.  What,  not  tomake  your  family,  man!  and  provide 
for  your  children  ? 

Sharp.  For  her  children,  you  mean. 

Heart.  Ay,  there  you've  nick'd  it  -  there's  the  devil 
tpon  devil  -  ()  the  pride  and  joy  of  heart  'twould  be  to 
rue,  to  have  my  fon  and  heir  referable  fuch  a  duke  - 
to  have  a  fleering  coxcomb  fcofF  and  cry,  Mr,  your  fon's 
mighty  like  his  Grace,  has  juft  his  fmile  and  air  of  's  face. 
Then  replies  another  --  Methinks  he  has  more  of  the 
Marquis  of  fuch  a  place,  about  his  nofe  and  eyes;  tho* 
lie  has  my  Lord  What-d'ye-eall's  mouth  to  a  tittle  -  . 
Then,  I,  to  put  it  off  as  unconcern'd,  come  chuck  the 
infant  under-  the  chin,  force  a  fmile,  and  cry,  Ay,  the  boy 
takes  after  hite  mother's  relations  --  when  the  devil  and 
fhe  knows,  'tis  a  little  compound  of  the  whole  body  of 
debility. 

Bell. 

Sharp 

•'Bell.  Well,  but  George,  I  have  one  queftion  to  aflc 
you  — 

Heart.  Pfhaw,  I  have  prattled  away  my  thne  —  I  hope 
you  are  in  no  hafte  for  an  anfvver  -  for  I  {han't  ftay 
now.  [Looking  on  bis  -watch. 

fell.  Nay,  pray  thee,  George  - 

Heart.  No  :  befides  my  bufinefs,  I  fee  a  fool  coming  this 
*vvay.  Adieu. 

SCENE      V. 
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(.   Ha,  ha,  ha. 

.    C 


SHARPER,    BELLMOUR. 


'Sell.  What  does  he  mean  ?  Oh,  'tis  Sir  Jofeph  Wittol 
•with  his  frjend ;  but  I  fee  he  has  turn'd  the  corner,  and 
goes  another  way.  -  , 

Sharp,  What  in  the  name  of  wsnder  is  it  ? 

Sell.  Why,  a  fool. 
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Sl-arf.  'Tis  a  tawdry  outfide. 

Bel!.    And  a   very    beggarly    lining yet  he  may  be 

worth   your   acquaintance a  little    of   thy  chymiftry, 

Tom,  may  extract  gold  from  that  dirt. 

Sharp.  Say  you  fo  f  'faith  I  am  as  poor  as  a  chymift,  and. 
•would  be  as  induftrious.  But  what  was  he  that  followed  him  J 
Js  not  he  a  dragon  that  watches  thole  golden  pippins  ? 

Beil.  Hang  him,  no,  he  a  dragon!  if  he  be,  'tis  a  very 
peaceful  one;  I  can  infure  his  anger  dormant;  or  fhould 
he  feem  to  rouzc,  'tis  but  well  lathing  hrm,  and  he  will 
fleep  (ike  a  top.' 

Sh<irp.  Ay,  is  he  of  that  kidney? 

Belt.  Yet  is-  ador'd  by  that  bigot  Sir  Jofcph  Wittol,  a» 
the  image  of  -valour  :  he  calls  him  his  back,  and  indeed> 

they  are  never  afunder yet  laft  night.  1  know  not  by  . 

•wha.t  mifchance,  the  knight  was  alone,  and  had  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  fome  night-walkers,  who,  I  fuppofe, 
would  have  pillaged  him  ;  but  I  chanc'd  to  come  by,  and 
refcued  him:  though  I  believe  he  was  heartily  frightned, 
for  as  foon  as  ever  he  was  loofe,  he  raa  away,  without 
flaying  to  fee  who  had  help'd  him. 

Sl.arp.    Is  that  bully  of  his  in  the  army  ? 

'Bell.  No,  but  is  a  pretender,  and  wears  th'e  habit  of  & 
foldier  ;  which  now-a-days  as  often  clokes  cowardice,  as  a 

blaok  gown  does  atheifm You  muft  know,  he  has  been 

abroad went  purely    to  run  away  from   a  campaign; 

cnrich'd  himfelf  with  the  plunder  of  a  few  oaths • 

and  here  vents  "em  againlt  the  general,  who  flighting  men, 
of  merit,  and  preferring  only  thofe  of  intertft,  has  made 
him  quit  the  fervice. 

Sinrp.  Wherein,  no  doubt,  he  magnifies  his  own  per 
formance. 

B.H.  Speaks  miracles,  is  the  drum  to  his  own  praiie - 

the  only  implement  of  a  foldier  he  rcfembles,  like  that, 
being  full  of  bluftering  noife  and  cmptinefs. 

Sbc.rp.  And  like  that,  of  no  ufe  but  to  be  beaten. 

Beil.    Right ;    but  then    the    comparison    breaks,    for 
C  a 
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he  will  take  a  drubbing  with  as  little  noifc  as  a  pulptt- 
cufhion. 

Sharp.  His  name,  and  I  have  done  ? 

Bell,  Why  that,  to  pafs  it  current  too,  he  has  gilded 
with  a  title  :  he  is  called  Captain  Bluff. 

Sharp.  Well,  I'll  endeavour  his  acquaintance— —you 
fteer  another  courfe,  a;e  bound 

For  love's  ifland;  I  for  the  golden  coaft  : 
May  each  fucceed  in  what  he  willies  moft. 


*A  C  T    II.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 


.Sir    JOSEPH    WITTOL,     SHARPER    fullaivinf. 

SH  AR  P  E  R. 

oURE  that's  he,  and  alone. 

Sir  Jo.  Um Ay  this,    this   is    the  very  damn'd 

place;  the  inhuman  cannibals,  the  bloody-minded  vil 
lains  would  have  butcher'd  me  laft  night  :  no  doubt  they 
••would  haveflea'dme  alive,  have  fold  my  Ikin,  and  devour 
ed,  &c. 

Shirp.  How's  this  ? 

Sir  "Jo.  An  it  hadn't  been  for  a  civil  gentleman  as  came 
by  and  frighted  'em  away — but  agad  I  durft  not  ft.iy  to 
give  him  thanks. 

Shirp.  This  muft  be  Bellmour  he  means — ha  !  I  have  a 
thought— — 

Sir  Jo-  Zooks,  would  the  Captain  were  come;  the  very 
remembrance  makes  me  quake  ;  agad  I  fliall  never  be  re 
conciled  to  this  place  heartily. 

Sharp.  'Tis  but  trying,  and  being  where  I  am  at  worft. 

Now  luck' Curs'd  fortune!   this  muft  be  the  place, 

this  damn'd  unlucky  place 

Sir  72.  Agad  and  fo  it  is — why  here  has  been  more  mif- 
chief  done  I  perceive. 
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Sharp.  No,  'tis  gone,  'tis  loft, ten  thcufand  devils  oa 

that  chance  which  drew  me  hither;  ay  here,  juft  here,  this 
fpot  to  me  is  hell  ;  nothing  to  be  found  but  the  defpair  of 
what  I've  loft.  \_Lookitg  about  ai  in  fear cb. 

Sir  Jo.  Poor  gentleman— — by  the  Lord  Harry  I'll  ftay 
no  longer,  for  1  have  found  too 

Sharp.  Ha !  who's  that  has  found  ?  What  have  you 
found  ?  reftore  it  quickly,  or  by 

Sir  Jo.  Not  I,  Sir,  not  I,  as  I've  a  foul  to  be  fav'd,  I 
have  found  nothingbut  what  has  been  to  my  lofs,  as  I  may 
fay,  and  as  you  were  faying,  Sir. 

Sharp.  O  your  fervant,  Sir,  you  are  fafe  then  it^fcems ; 
'tis  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  good  :  well,  you  may 
rejoice  over  my  ill  fortune,  fince  it  paid  the  price  of  your 
ranfom. 

Sir  Jo.  I  rejoice!  agad,  not  I,  Sir;  I'm  very  forry  for 
your  lofs,  with  all  my  heart,  blood  and  guts,  Sir;  and 
if  you  did  but  know,  me,  you'd  ne'er  fay  I  were  fo  ill- 
natur'd. . 

Slarp.  Know  you  ?  why  can  you  be  fo  ungrateful,  to 
forget  me ! 

Sir  Ju.  O  Lord,  forget  him!   No,  no,  Sir,  I  don't  forget 

you becaufe  I  never  faw  your  face  before,  agad.     Ha, 

ha,  ha ! 

Sharp.  How !  [dngrily. 

Sir  Jo.  Stay,  ftay,  Sir,  let  me  recollect he's  a  damn'd 

angry  fellow I  believe    I  had  better  remember  him, 

'till  I  can  get  out  of  his-fi-ht;  but  out  o'iight,  out  o'mind, 
agad.,  [Ajldc. 

Sharp.  Methought  the  fervice  I  did  you  laft  night,  Sir, 
in  preferving  you  from  thofe  ruffians,  might  have  taken 
better  root  in  your  {hallow  memory. 

Sir  Jo.  Gads-daggcrs-belts-blades  and  fcabbards,  this  is 
the  very  gentleman  !  how  {hall  I  make  him  a  return  fuit- 

able  to  the  greatnefs  of  his  merit. J  had  a  pretty  thing 

to  that  purpofe',  if  he  han't  frighted  it  out  or  my  ratmory. 
Hem,  hem,  iir,  I  nu  ft  fubmiiiively  implore  ycur  pardon 
for  my  traufgreflioii  cf  ingratitude  and  oraijIioH;  having 
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my  entire  dependance,  Sir,  upon  the  fuperfluity  of  your 
goodnefs,  which,  like  an  inundation,  will,  J  hope,  totally 
immerge  the  recollection  of  my  error,  and  leave  me  float 
ing  in  your  fight  upon  the  full-blown  bladders  of  repen 
tance,  by  the  help  of  which  I  iliall  once  more  hope  to  fwira 
into  your  favour.  [Bovs. 

Sharp.  So-h,  O  Sir,  I'm  eafily  pacify'd,  the  acknowledge 
ment  of  a  gentleman 

Sir  Jo.  Acknowledgement !  Sir,  I'm  all  orer  acknowledge 
ment,  and  will  not  flick  to  fliew  it  in  the  greateft  extremi 
ty,  by  night  or  by  day,  in  ficknefs  or  in  health,  winter  or 
fumnu* ;  all  ftafons  and  occafions  fb.aH  teftify  the  reality 
and  gratitude  of  your  fuper-abundant  humble  fervant,  Sir 
Jofeph  Wittol  knight.  Hem,  hem. 

Sharp.  Sir  Jofeph  Wittol ! 

Sir  Jo.  The  fame,  Sir,  of  Wittol  Hall,  in  Comitatu 
Bucks. 

£b.:r[>.  Is  it  pofuble !  then  I  am  happy,  to  have  obliged 
the  mirror  of  knighthood,  and  pink  of  courtefy  in  the  age. 
Let  me  embrace  you. 

Sir  Jo.  O  Lord,  Sir ! 

Sb.irp.  My  lofs,  I  efteem  as  a  trifle  repaid  with  intcreft, 
fince  it  has  purchafed  me  the  friendfliip  and  acquaintance 
of  the  perfon  in  the  world,  whofe  character  1  admire. 

Sir  Jf>.  You  are  only  pleas'd  to  fay  fo but  pray,  if 

I  may  be  fo  bold,  what  is  that  lofs  you  mention? 

S'l.vp.  O  term  it  no  longer  fo,  Sir.  In  the  fcuffle,  lafl 
night,  I  only  dropt  a  bill  of  an  hundred  pound,  wh.ch  I 
confefs,  i  came  half-defpairing  to  recover,  but  thunks  to 
my  better  fortune 

Sir  Jo.  You  have  found  it,  Sir,  then  it  fcems ;  I  profefs 
I'm  heartily  glad. 

Sharp.  Sir,  your  humble  fervant 1  don't  qucflion 

but  you  are,  that  you  have  fo  cheap  an  opportunity  of  ei- 
prefing  your  gratitude  and  gencrofity  :  fince  the  pp.ymg 
fo  tmial  a  fum,  will  wholly  acquit  you  and  doubly  enjugc 
«ae. 
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Sir  Ji.  What  a  dickens  does  he  mean  by  a  trivial  Turn  ? 
[Aftde]  But  han't  you  found  it,  Sir  ? 

Sharp.  No  other  wile  I  vow  to  gad,  but  in  my  hopes  in 
you,  Sir. 

Sir  Jo.  Humph. 

Sh.-.rp.   But  that's  fufficient 'twere  injuftice  to  doubt 

the  honour  of  Sir  Jofeph  Wittol. 
Sir  Jo.  O  Lord,  Sir  ! 

Sh.irp.  You  are  above  (I'm  fure)  a  thought  fo  low,  to 
ftiffer  me  to  lofe  what  was  ventur-'d  in  your  fervice ;  nay 
'twas  in  a  manner — paid  down  for  your  deliverance;  it  wa* 

fo  much  lent  you and  you  fcorn,   I'll  fay  that  for 

you 

Sir  Jo.  Nay,  I'll  fay  that  for  myfelf  (with  your  leave, 
Sir),  I  do  fcorn  a  dirty  thing;  but  agad  I'm  a  little  out  of 
pocket  at  prefent. 

Sharp.  Pihaw,  you  can't  want  a  hundred  pound.  Your 
word  is  fufficient  any 'where  ;" 'tis  but  borrowing  fo  much 

dirt, you  have  large  acres, and  can  foon  repay  it money 

is  but  dirt,  Sir  Jofeph — mere  dirt. 

Sir  Jo.  But  1  profefs  'tis  a  dirt  I  have  wafhed  my  hands 
of  at  prefcnt  ;   1  have  laid  it  all  out  upon  my  back. 
Sharp    Are  you  fo  extravagant  in  clothes,  Sir  Jofeph? 
Sir  Jo.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  a  very  good  jcft  I  pro'efo,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
a  very  good  j:ft,   and   1   did  not  know  that  I   had  faid  it, 
and  that's  a  better  jeft  than  t'other.     "Tis  a  (Ign  you  and 
1  ha'n't  been   long   acquainted;  you  have  loft  a  good  jeft 
for  want  of  knowing  me — I  only  mean  a  friend  of   mine 
whom  I  call  my  back ;  he  {licks  as  dole  to  me,  and  follows 

me  through  all  dangers he  is  indeed  back,  breaft,  and 

head -piece  as  it  were  to  me ngad  he's  a  brave  fellow — 

pauh,  I'm  quite  another  thing  when  I  am  wkhhini;  I  don't 
fear  the  devil  (blefs  us  !)  almoft  if  he  be  by.     Ah,  had  he 

been  with  me  lad  nigln 

Ski.rp.  If  he  had,  Sir,  what   then  ?   he  could   have  done 

no  more,  nor  perhaps  have  fufftr'd  fo  mucii had  he  a 

hundred  pound  to  io.e  .'  [Aayrityt 
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Sir  Jo.  O  Lord,  Sir,  by  no  means  (but  I  might  hare 
fav'd  a  hundred  pound)  :  I  meant  innocently,  as  I  hope  to 
be  faved,  Sir,  (a  damn'd  hot  fellow  !)  only,  as  I  was  faying, 
I  let  him  have  all  my  ready  money  to  redeem  his  great 

Avord  from  limbo But,  Sir,  I  have  a  letter  of  credit  to 

Alderman  Fondlewifc,  as  far  as  two  hundred  pound,  and 
this  afternoon  you  fhall  fee  I  am  a  perfon,  fuch  a  one  as 
you  would  wilh  to  have  met  with 

Sharp.  That  you  are,  I'll  be  fworn  [/*/?&.]  Why  that's 
great,  aad  like  yourfelf. 


SCENE       II. 

[7*»  them]  Captain  BLUFF. 

Sir  Jo.  O,  here  a'  comes — Ay,  my  He&or  of  Troy,  wel 
come  my  bully,  my  back ;  agad  my  heart  has  gone  a  pit-a- 
pat  for  thee. 

Bhf.  How  now,  my  young  knight !  not  for  fear  I  hope,. 
he  that  knows  me  muft  be  a  ftracger  to  fear. 

Sir  'Jo.  Nay,  agad  I  hate  fear  ever  fince  I  had  like  to 
have  died  of  a  fright — but — 

B ' .  f.   But  :  look  you  here,  boy,   here's  your  antidote, 

here's  your  Jefuit's  powder   for  a  fhaking  fit but  who- 

haft  thou  got  with  thee  ?  is  he  of  mettle  ? 

[Laying  his  hand  on  his  f  word. 

Sir  Jc.  Ay,  bully,  a  devilifli  fmart  fellow  ;  a'  will  fight 
like  a  cock. 

Bluff.  Say  you  fo  ?    then  I  honour  him But  has  he 

been  abroad?  for  every  cock  will  fight  upon  his  own  dung 
hill. 

Sir  Jo.  I  don't  know,  but  I'll  preftnt  you 

B'"jft    I'"  recommend  myfelf Sir,  1    honour  you  ;    I 

underftand  you  love  fighting,  1  reverence  a  man  that  ioves 
fighting,  Sir,  I  kifs  your  hilts. 

iJLr/.  Sir,  your  lervant,  but  you  ave  mifinformed  ;  for 
unlefs  it  be  to  fcrvc  my  particular  friend,  a.,  i-ir  joitph 
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here,  my  country,  or  my  religion,  or  in  feme  very  juftiflable 
caufe,  I'm  not  for  it. 

Bluff.  O  lord,  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  find  you  are 
not  of  my  palate,  you  can't  rtlilh  a  diUi  of  fighting  with 
out  Avcet  fauce.  Now  f  think — fighting  for  fighting's  fake 
is  fufficicnt  caufe  ;  fighting,  to  me's  religion  and  the 
laws. 

Sir  Jo.  Ah,  well  faid,  my  hero;  was  not  that  great,  Sir  ? 
by  the  Lord  Harry  he  fays  true,  fighting  is  meat,  drink, 
and  cloth  to  him.  But  hack,  this  gentleman  is  one  of  the 
bcft  friends  I  have  in  the  world,  and  faved  my  life  laft 
night, — you  know  I  told  you. 

B!  /•  Ay,  then  I  honour  him  again. — Sir,  may  I  crave 
your  name  ? 

Sharp.  Ay,  Sir,  my  name's  Sharper. 

Sir  Jo.  Pray,  Mr  Sharper,  embrace  myliack— very  well ; 
by  the  Lord  Hairy,  Mr  Sharper,  iie's  as  brave  a  fellow  at 
Cannibal  :  are  not  you,  bully-hack  ? 

Sl:arp    Hannibal,  I  btiieve  you  mean,  Sir  Jofeph. 

Bl-'f.  Undoubtedly  he  did,  Sir;  faith  Hannibal  was  a 
very  prctiy  iclluv.- ;  'out  ^ir  joftrph,  companions  are  odious  ; 
Hannibal  was  a  very  pretty  fellow  in  thofc  days,  it  mud 

be  granted but  alas,  Sir,  were  he  alive  now,  he  would 

be  nothing,  nothing  in  the  earth. 

SLirp.  How,  Sir!  I  make  a  doubt  if  there  be  at  this  day 
a  greater  general  breathing. 

Bl'jff.  Oh  excufc  me,  Sir  ;  have  you  ferv'd  abroad,  Sir  ? 

Sharp.  Not  I  really,  Sir. 

Blitff.  Oh  I  thought  fo why  then  you  can  know  no 
thing,  Sir;  I  am  afraid  you  fcarce  know  the  hiflory  of  the 
late  war  in  Flanders,  with  all  its  particulars. 

Shjrf.  Not  I,  Sir,  no  more  than  public  letttrs  or  gazettes 
tell  us. 

Bluff.    Gazette  !    why   there    again   now why,   Sir, 

there  are   not    three   words  of  truth  the  year  round,   put 

into  the  gazette I'll  tell  you  a  (trange  thing  now  as  to 

that — You  mult  kaow,  Sir,  I  was  rtfident  iu  inlanders  the 
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laft  campaign,  had  a  fmall  poft  there,  but  no  matter  fo» 
that. — Perhaps,  Sir,  there  was  fcarce  any  thing  of  moment 
done  but  an  humble  fervant  of  yours,  that  fliall  be  name- 
lefs,  were  an  cye-witnefs  of 1  won't  fay  had  the  great- 
eft  ihare  in't;  though  I  might  fay  that  too,  fince  I  name 

no-body,    you    know Well,    Mr  Sharper,    would    you 

think  it  ?  In  all  this  time — as  I  hope  for  a  truncheon— 
this  rafcally  gazette-writer  never  fo  much  as  once  men 
tioned  me not  once,  by  the  wars took  no  more  no 
tice,  than  a&  if  Nol.  Bluil  had  not  been  in  the  land  of  the 
living. 

Sharp.  Strange ! 

Sir  Jo.  Yet  by  the  Lord  Harry,  'tis  true,  Mr  Sharper, 
for  I  went  every  day  to  coffeehoufes  to  read .  the  gazette 
myfelf. 

Bluff.  Ay,  ay,  no  matter — you  fee,  Mr  Sharper,  after  all 
I  am  content  to  retire — live  a  private  perfon — Scipio  and 
ethers  have  done  it. 

S-i.irp.  Impudent  rogue  !  [Afidc. 

Sir  Jo.    Ay,   this  danin'd  modtfly   of  yours Agad, 

if  he  would  put  in  for't  he  might  be  mads  general  himlelf- 
yet. 

Bluff.  O  fy,  no,  Sir  Jofeph — you  know  I  hate  this. 

Sir  Jc.  Let  me  but   tell  Mr  sharper   a   little,   how  you 

ate  fire  orice   out  of  the  mouth  of  a  canuon agad  he 

did;  thofe  impenetrable  \vhukers   of  his  have  confronted, 
flames 

£'.!/•  Death,  what  do  you  mean,  Sir  Jofeph  ? 

Sir  Jo.  Look  you  now,  I  tell  you  he's  fo  modeft  he'll 
•wn  nothing. 

Bluff.  Pifli,  you  have  put  me  out,  I  have  forgot  what  I 
was  about.  Pray  hold  your  tongue,  and  give  me  leave. 

Angrily. 

''Sir  Jj.  I  am  dumb. 

Bluff.  This  fword,  I  think,  I  was  telling  you  of,  Mr 
Sharper, — this  fword  I'll  maintain  to  be  the  bed  divine, 
anatomift,  lawyer  or  cafuift  in  Europe  ;  it  fliall  decide  a 
coiuroverfy  or  fpiit  a  caufc. 
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Sir  Jo.  Nay.  now  I  mnft  fpeak;  it  will  fplit  a  hair,  by 
the  Lord  liarry,  I  have  fecr.  it. 

'Bluf.  Zounds,  Sir,  it's  a  lie,  you  have  not  feen  it,  nor 
flian't  fee  it  ;  Sir,  I  fay  you  can't  fee ;  what  d'ye  fay  to 
that  now? 

Sir  Jo.  I  am  blind. 

Bluff.  Death,  had  any  other  man  interrupted  me 

Sir  Jo.  Good  Mr  Sharper,  fpeak  to  him,  I  dare  not  look 
that  way. 

Sharp.  Captain,  Sir  Jofeph's  penitent. 

Bit//.  O  I  am  calm,  Sir,  calm  as  a  difcharged  culverin— 
but  'twas  indifcreet,  when  you  know  what  will  provoke 

me Nay  come,  Sir  Jofeph,  you  know  my  heat's  foon 

over. 

Sir  Jo.  Well,  I  am  a  fool  fometimes — but  I'm  forry. 

Bluf.  Enough. 

Sir  Jo.  Come,  we'll  go  take  a  glafs  to  drown  animofitics. 
Mr  sharper,  will  you  partake  ? 

S/j.-tp.  I  wait  on  you,  iir;  nay,  pray  Captain — you  arc 
Sir  Jofeph's  hack. 


SCENE       III. 

A  R  A  M  I  N  T  A,    BELINDA,   BETTY,    waiting  in 
Araminta'j  Apartment. 

Belin  Ah,  nay,  dear — pr'ythee  good,  dear  fweet  coufin, 
ao  more;  Oh  gad,  I  fwear  you'd  make  one  fick  to  hear  you. 

Aram.  Blefs  me,  what  have  I  faid  to  move  you  thus  ? 

Belin.  Oh,  you  have  raved,  talked  idly,  and  all  in  com 
mendation  of  that  filthy,  aukward,  two-leg'd  creature  man 
you  don't  know  what  you've  faid,  your  fever  has 
tranfporred  you. 

Arair..  If  love  be  the  fever  which  you  mean,  kind 
Heav'n  avert  the  cr.ie;  let  me  have  oil  to  feed  that  flame, 
and  never  let  it  be  extinct,  'till  1  myfelf  am  aflies. 
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Belia.  There  was  a  whine  ! O  gad,  I  hate  your 

horrid  fancy — This  love  is  the  devil,  and  fure  to  be  ia 

love  is  to  be  poflfefs'd 'Tis  in  the  head,  the  heart,  the 

blood,  the — all  over O  gad,  you  are  quite  fpoil'd 

I  fliall  lothe  the  fight  of  mankind  for  your  fake. 

Aram.  Fy,  this  is  grofs  affe&ation A  little  of  Bell- 

jnour's  company  would  change  the  fcene. 

Belin.  Filthy  fcilcxv  !   I  wonder,  coui'in 

Aram.  I  wor;der,  coufin,  you^  fliould  imagine  I  don't 
perceive  you  love  him. 

Bdin.  Oh  I  love  your  hideous  fancy !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  love 
a  man! 

Aram.  Love  a  man  !  yes,  you  would  not  love  a  bead. 

Bella.  Of  all  beafls  not  an  afs — • which  is  fo  like 

your  Vainlove! — Lard,  1  have  feen  an  afs  look  fo  chagrin, 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  (you  muft  pardon  me,  1  can't  help  laughing) 
that  an  abfolute  lover  would  have  concluded  the  poor  crea 
ture  to  have  had  darts,  and  flames,  and  altars,  and  all 
that  in  his  breafh  Aramima,  come  I'll  talk  ferioufly  to 
you  now  ;  could  you  but  fee  with  my  eyes,  the  buffbonry 
of  one  fcene  of  addrefs,  a  lover,  let  out  with  all  his  equi 
page  and  appurtenances  ;  O  gad  !  fure  you  would But 

you  play  the  game,  and  confequently  can't  fee  the  mifcar- 
riagcs  obvious  to  every  ftander  by. 

Aram.  Yes,  yes,  1  can  fee  fornething  near  it,  when 
you  and  Bellmour  meet.  You  don't  know  that  you 
dream'd  of  Bellmour  lad  night,  and  call  d  him  aloud  in  your 
fleep. 

Belin.  Pifli,  I  can't  help  dreaming  of  the  devil  fome- 
times  ;  would  you  from  thence  infer  I  love  him  ? 

Aram.  But  that's  not  all;  you  caught  me  in  your  armi 
•when  you  named  him,  and  prefs'd  me  to  your  bolbm — > 
Suie  if  I  had  not  piuch'd  you  till  you  awak'd,  you  Lad 
ftiflcd  me  with  klfles. 

Beliit.  O  barbarous  afperfion  ! 

Aram.  No  afperfion,  couiin,  we  arc  alone— —Nay,  I  can 
tell  you  more. 

Belin.  I  deny  it  all, 

1  i 
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Aram.  V/hat,  before  you  hear  it  ? 

Belin.  My  denial  is  premeditated  like  your  malice 


Lard,  coufin,  you  talk  oddly  ——What  ever  the  matter  is, 
O  my  fol,  I'm  afraid  you'll  follow  evil  courics. 

Aram.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  is  pleafant. 

Bella.  You  may  laugh,  but  - 

Aram.  Ha.,  ha,  ha! 

Belin.  You  may  think  the  malicious  grin  becomes  you— 
The  devil  take  Belhnour  —  Why  do  }  ou  tell  me  of  him  ? 

Aram.  Oh  it  comes  out  —  now  you  are  angry,  I  am  fure 
you  love  him.  I  tell  no  body  elle,  coufin—  ——I  have 
not  betray'd  you  yet. 

Belin.  Pr'ythee  tell  it  all  the  world  ;  it's  falfe. 

Aram.  Come  then,  kifs  and  friends. 

Belin.  Pifli. 

Aram.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  fo  pcevifh. 

Belin.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  fo  impertinent.     Betty. 

Ara*n.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Betty.  Did  your  Ladyfhip  call,  Madam  ? 

Belin.  Get  my  hoods  and  tippet,  and  bid  the  footmas 
call  a  chair. 

Aram.  I  hope  you  are  not  going  out  in  dudgeoDi  coufio? 


SCENE      IV. 
[7*0  them]    FOOTMAN. 


Foot.  Madam,  there  arc 

Belia.  Is  there  a  chair  ? 

Foot.  No,  Madam,  there  are  Mr  Bellmour  and  Mr  Vain- 
love  to  wait  upon  your  Ladylhip. 

Aram    Are  they  below  ? 

Foot.  No,  Madam,  they  fent  before,  to  knoV  if  you  were 
at  home. 

.    Belin.  The  vifit's  to  you,  coufin,  I  fuppefe  I  am  at  my 
liberty. 

Aram.  Be  ready  to  fliew  'era  up, 

VOL.  I.  D 
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SCENE       V. 
ITo  them]  BETTY  ivith  hoods  and  loolinf-tlafs. 

I  can't  tell,  coufin,  I  believe  we  are  equally  conccrn'd  : 
but  if  you  continue  your  humour,  it  won't  be  very  enter 
taining (I  know  {he'd  fain  be  perfuaded  to  ftay.) 

[Afult. 

BeliH.  I  fhall  oblige  you,  in  leaving  you  to  the  full  and 

free  enjoyment   of  that  converfation  you  admire Let 

me  fee;  hold  the  glafs Lard,  I  look  wretchedly  te- 

day! 

Aram.  Betty,  why  don't  you  help  my  coufin  ? 

[Putting  en  htr  hoods. 

Selin.  Fold  off  your  fifts,  and  fee  that  he  gets  a  chair 

•with  a  high  roof,  or  a  very  low  feat Stay,  come  back, 

hear  you,    Mrs  Fidget — you  are  fo  ready  to  go  the  foot- 
roan Here,  take  'em  all  again,  my  mind's  chang'i,  I 

rron't  go. 

SCENE       VI. 
ARAMINTA,     BELINDA. 

Aram.  So,  this  I  expected — You  won't  oblige  me  then, 
<oufin,  and  let  me  have  all  the  company  to  myfelf. 

Belin.  No;  upon  deliberation,  I  have  too  much  charity 
to  truft  you  to  yourfelf.  The  devil  watches  all  opportu 
nities  ;  and,  in  this  favourable  uifpofiiion  of  your  mind, 
Heaven  knows  how  far  you  may  be  tempted  :  I  am  tender 
of  your  reputation. 

Artm.  I  am  oblig'd  to  you But  who's  malicious 

cow,  Belinda  ? 

Belin.  Not  I ;  witnefs  my  heart,  I  flay  out  of  pure  af 
fection. 

^iram.  In  my  confcicoce  I  believe  youi 
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SCENE       VII. 
fro  i/j#m]    VAINLOVE,    BELLMOUR,    FOOTMAN. 

Bell.  So,  fortune  be  prais'd !  to  find  you  both  within, 
Ladies,  is 

Aram.  No  miracle,  I  hope. 

Sell.  Not  o'your  fide,  Madam,  I  confcfs But  my  ty 
rant  there  and  I,  are  two  buckets  that  can  never  come  to 
gether. 

Bella.  Nor  are  ever  like Yet  we  often  meet  and 

clafh. 

Bell.  How,  never  like  !  marry  Hymen  forbid.  But  this 
it  is  to  run  fo  extravagantly  in  debt ;  i  have  laid  out  fuch 
a  World  of  love  in  your  fervice,  that  you  think  you  can 
ne«er  be  able  to  pay  me  all :  fo  fliun  me  for  the  fame  rea- 
fon  that  you  would  be  a  dun. 

Be'.iu.    Ay,   on    my   conscience,  and   the   moft  imper*i- 
nent  and  troublefome  of  duns. — A  dun  for  money  will  be 
quiet,  when  he  fees  his  debtor  has  not  wherewithal 
But  a  dun   for   love   is    an  eternal   tormtHi  that  neve; 
xefts 

Bell.  Till  he  has  created  love  where  there  was  none, 
and  then  gets  it  for  his  pains.  For  importunity  in  love, 
like  importunity  at  court,  firft  creates  its  own  intercft,  and 
then  purfues  it  ft-r  the  favour. 

j4ram.  Favours  that  are  got  by  impudence  and  impor 
tunity,  are  like  difcoveries  from  the  rack,  when  the  af 
flicted  perfon,  for  his  cafe,  fometimes  confefles  fecrets  hi* 
heart  knows  nothing  of. 

Vain.   \  fhould  rather  think  favours,  fo  gain'd,  to  be  due 

rewards  to  indefatigable  devotion For  as  love  is  a  deity' 

he  muft  be  fcrv'd  by  prayer. 

Belin.  O  gad,  would  you  wou'd  all  pray  to  Love  then, 
and  let  us  alone. 

Vain.  You  arc  the  temples  of  love,  and  Ms  through  yoo 
cur  devotion  muft  be  conveyed. 
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Aram.  Rather  poor  filly  idols  of  your  own  making, 
•which,  upon  the  leaft  difpleafurc,  you  forfake,  and  fet  up 
new Kvery  man,  now,  changes  his  miftrefs  and  his  re 
ligion,  at  his  humour  varies  or  his  intercft. 

Vain.   O  Madam 

Ayew..  Nay  come,  I  find  we  are  growing  ferious,  and 

then  we  are  in  great  danger  of  being  dull "-If  my  mufic- 

mafter  be  not  g'^ne,  I'll  entertain  you  with  a  new  fong, 
which  comes  pretty  near  my  own  opinion  of  love  andyoui 
fex — Who's  there  ?  is  Mr  Gavot  gone  ?  [Calls* 

Fast.  Only  to  th;  next  door,  Madam  ;  I'll  call  him. 


SCENE       VIII. 

ARAMINTA,    BELINDA,   VAINLOVE   and   BELL- 
MO  UR. 

Bflh  Why.  you  won't  hear  me  with  patience. 

j4ram.  What's  the  matter,  coufin  ? 

Sell.  Nothing,  Madam,  only 

Bt-liti  Pr'ythee  hold  thy  tongue T  ard,  he  has  A 

pefter'd  me  with  flames  and  fluff 1  think  i  (han't  en 
dure  the  fight  of  a  fire  this  twelvemonth. 

Bell-   Yet  all  can't  melt  that  cruel  frozen  heart. 

Belie.  O  gad,  I  hate  your  hideous  fancy you  faid 

that  once  before if  you  mull  talk  impertinently,  for 

Heaven's  fake  let  it  be  with  variety  ;  don't  come  always, 

like  the  devil,  wrapt  in  flames i'll  not  hear  a  fentence 

more,  that  begins  with  an  /  burn or  an  /  kefccch  y</ut 

Madam. 

Bell.  But  tejl  me  how  you  would  be  ador'd 1  am 

very  traceable. 

Beliu.  Then  know.  I  would  be  ador'd  in  filence. 

Bell.  Humph,  I  thought  fo.  that  you  might  have  all 

the  talk  yourfelf you  had  better  let  me  fpcak  ;  for  if 

my  thoughts  fly  to  any  pitch,  L  fliall  make  vilUinoiu 
figns. 
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Ue/?tf.  What  will  you  get  by  that  ?  to  make  fuch  frgns  as 
I  don't  underttand. 

Bell.  Ay,  but  if  I  am  tongue-ty'd,  I  muft  have  all  my 

adtions  free  too Quicken  your  apprchenfion and 

i'gad  let  me  tell  you,  my  mod  prevailing  argument  is  cx~ 
preis'd  in  dumb  {hew. 


SCENE      IX. 

[T«  them]    MUSI  C-M  ASTER. 

Aram.  O  I  am  glad,  we  fliall  have  a  fong  to  divert  the* 
difcourfc Pray  oblige  us  with  the  laft  new  fong. 

SONG. 

I. 

Thus  to  a  ripe  confenting  mall,    > 
Poor,  old,  repenting  Delia  f aid, 
Would  you  long  freferve  your  lover  f 

ffould  you  flill  his  goddefs  reign? 
Never  let  him  all  difcover, 

Never  let  him  much  obtain. 

II. 

Afe»  -will  admire,  adore  and  die, 
White  -wijhing  at  your  feet  they  lie  : 
JBut  admitting  their  embraces, 

Wakes  'em  jrom  their  golden  drecm; 
Nothing's  nets  beftdes  our  faces, 
Every  -woman  is  the  fame. 

dram.  So,  how  d'ye  like  the  fong,  gentlemen  ? 

Bell.  O  very  well  pcrform'd but  1  don't  much  ad 
mire  the  words. 

Aram.  ,  expected  it there's  Coo  much  truth  in  'errr: 

if  Mr  Gavot  will  walk  with  us  in  the  garden,  we'll 
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it  once  again you  may  like  it  better  at  the  fecoad 

hearing.  You'll  bring  my  coufin. 

Bell.  Faith,  Madam,  I  dare  not  fpeak  to  her,  but  I'll 
make  figns.  \Mirtffa  Belinda  in  dumb  ft>eii\ 

Btlin.  O  foh,  your  dumb  rhetoric  is  more  ridiculous  than 
your  talking  impertinence ;  as  an  ape  is  a  much  mote 
trouble/bine  animal  than  a  parrot. 

Aram.  Ay,  coufin,  and  'tis  a  fign  the  creature?  mimic 
nature  well ;  for  there  are  few  men,  but  do  more  filly 
things  than  they  fay. 

Bell  Well,  I  find  my  aprfhnefs  has  paid  the  ranfom  for 
my  fpeech,  and  fet  it  at  liberty — tho'  I  confefs  I  could  be 
well  enough  pleas'd  to  drive  on  a  love-bargain  in  that 

filent  manner 'twould  fave  a  man  a  world  of  lying  and 

Avearingat  the  year's  end.  Befides,  1  have  had  a  little  ex 
perience,  that  bring?  to  mind 

When  wit  and  reafon  both  have  fail'd  to  move; 
Kind  looks  and  actions  (from  fuccefs)  do  prove, 
Iv'n  filence  may  be  eloquent  in  love. 


I 


ACT     III.      SCENE    I. 

SCENE,    Tie  Street. 
SILVIA    and    LUCY. 

SILVIA. 

WT  L  L  he  not  come  then  ! 
Lucy.  Yes,  yes,  come,  I  warrant  him,  if  you  will  gt» 
in  and  be  ready  to  receive  him. 

Silv.  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  ">. whom  mean  you  I 

Luii.  Whom  you  fhould  mean,  Hcartwell. 
Silv.  Senfekfs  creature,  I  meant  my  Vainlove. 
Lucy.    You   may   as   foon  hope   to  recover   your  ow» 
maidenhead  as  his  love.     Therefore,   e'en  fet  your   heart 
at  reft  ;  and  in  the  name  of  opportunity  mind  your  ow« 
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fcufinefs.  Strike  Heartwell  liome,  before  the  bait's  worn 
off  the  hook.  Age  will  come.  He  nibbled  fairly  yefterday, 
and  no  doubt  will  be  eager  enough  to-day,  to  f wallow  the 
temptation. 

Silv.  Well,  fince  there's  no  remedy Yet  tell  me— 
For  I  would  know,  though  to  the  anguifli  of  my  foul ;  ho\r 

did  he  refufe  ?    Tell  me how  did  he  receive  my  letter  2 

in  anger  or  in  fcorn  ? 

Lucy.  Neither;  but  what  was  ten  times  worfe,  with 
damn'd  fenfelefs  indifference.  By  this  light  I  could  have 

fpit  in  his  face -Xecetv'd  it !    Why  he  receiv'd  it,  as  I 

would  onepf  your  lovers  that  fhould  come  empty-handed; 
as  a  court  lord  does  his  mercer's  bill,  or  a  begging  dedi« 

cation he  receiv'd  it,  as  if 't  had  been  a  letter  from 

his  wife. 

Silv.  What,  did  he  not  read  it  ? 

Lucr.  Hum'd  it  over,  gave  you  his  refpe<£ts,  and  faid,  he 
•would  take  time  to  peruie  it — but  then  he  was  in  hafte. 

Silv.  Refpe<Sls,  and  perufe  it  I  He's  gone,  and  Aramin- 
ta  has  bcwitch'd  him  from  me — Oh  how  the  name  of  ri 
val  fires  my  blood  ' 1  could  curfe  'em  both  ;  eternal  jea- 

loufy  attend  her  love,  and  difappointmem  meet  his  !  oh 
that  I  could  revenge  the  torment  he  has  caus'd — methinks 
I  feel  the  woman  (trong  within  me,  and  vengeance  kindle* 
in  the  room  of  love. 

Lucy.  I  have  that  in  my  head  may  make  raifchief. 

Silv.  How,  dear  Lucy  ? 

Lticy.  You  know  Araminta's  difiembled  coynefs  has  won, 
and  keeps  him  hers 

Silv.  Could  we  pcrfuade  him  that  {he  loves  another— 

Lucy.    No,   you're  out  ;    could    we  perlwade   him    that 

{he  dotes    on  him,  himfelf Contrive  a  kind  letter  at 

from  her,  'twould  difguit  his  nicety,  and  take  away  his 
flomach. 

Silv.  Impoflible,  'twill  never  take. 

Lucy.    Trouble  not  your  head.     Let  me  alone 1  will 

inform  myfelf  of  what  pafs'd  between  'em  to-day,  and  about 
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it  ftraight — Hold,  I'm  miftaken,  or  that's  Heartwell, 

ftands  talking  at  the  corner 'tis  he  -   •  go  get   you  in\ 

Madam,  receive  him  plcafantly,  drefs  up  your  face  in  inno* 
cence  and  fmiles,  and  diflernble  the  very  want  of  diffimu- 
lation — You  know  what  will  take  him. 

Silv.  *Tis  as  hard  to  counterfeit  lore,  as  it  is  to  conceal 
it :  but  I'll  do  my  weak  endeavour,  though  I  fear  1  have 
cot  art. 

Lucy.  Hang  art,  Madam,  and  trufl  to  nature  for  dif~ 
iemblitig. 

Man  was  by  nature  woman's  cully  made; 

We  never  are  but  by  ourfelves  betray'd. 

SCENE        II. 

HEART  \Y  ELL,     VAINLOVE,     and    BELL 
M  O  U  R  follinvitiz. 

JSdl.  Hift,  hift,  is  not  that  Heartwell  going  to  Silvia  ? 

Vain.  He's  talking  to  himfelf,  I  think  :  prithee  let's  try 
if  we  can  hear  him. 

Heart.  Why,  whither  in  the  devil's  name  am  I  a-going 

now  ?  Hum let  me  think Is  not  this  Silvia's  houfe, 

the  cave  of  that  enchantrels,  and  which-  confequently-  I 
ought  to  flian  as  I  would  infection  ?  To  enter  here,  is  to 
put  on  the  envenom'd  fliirt,  to  run  into  the  embraces  of  a 
fever,  and  in  fome  raving  fit,  be  led  to  plunge  myfelf  into 
that  confuming  fire,  a  woman's  arms.  Ha!  well  recollec 
ted,  I  will  recover  my  reafon,  and  be  gone. 

Sell.  Now,  Venus  forbid! 

Vain.  Hufli 

Heart.  Well,  why  do  you  not  move  ?  Feet,  do  your  of 
fice not  one  inch ;  no,  foregad  I'm  caught There 

ftands  my  north,  and  thither  my  needle  points Now 

could  I  curfe  myfelt,  yet  cannot  repent.  O  thou  deli 
cious,  damn'd,  dear,  de(tru<5live  woman- !  S'death  how  the 
young  fellows  will  hoot  me  '  I  fliall  he  the  jeft  of  the 
town.  Kay  in  two  days,  I  eipecl  to  be  chronicled  in  dit- 
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fy,  and  fung  in  woeful  ballad,  to  the  tune  of  the  fuperan- 
nuated  maiden's  comfort,  or  the  bachelor's  fall;  and  upon 
the  third,  I  fliall  be  hang'd  in  effigy,  parted  up  for  the  exem 
plary  ornament  of  nectlFary  houfes  and  coblers  flails— 

Death,  I  can't  think  on't I'll  run  into  the  danger  t« 

lofe  the  apprehenfiun. 

SCENE   III. 
BELLMOUR,  VAINLOVE. 

tell.  A  very  certain  remedy,  prabatum  eft. Ha,    ha>, 

ha,  poor  George,  thou  art  i"  th'  right,  thou  had  fold  thy- 
ftlf  to  laughter;  the  ill-natur'd  town  will  tind  the  jeft  juft 
where  thou  haft  loft  it.  Ha,  ha,  how  a'  ftruggled,  like  an 
old  lawyer  between  two  fees. 

Vain.  Or  a  young  wench,  between  pleafure  and  reputa 
tion. 

Bell.  Or  as  you  did  to-day,  when  half-afraid  youfnatch'd 
a  kifs  from  Araminta. 

Vain.  She  has  made  a  quarrel  on't. 

Bell.  Paugh,  women  are  only  angry  at  fuch  offences,  to 
have  the  pleafure  of  forgiving  'em. 

Fain.  And  I  love  to  have   the  pleafure  of  making  my 

peace 1   fliould  not  efleem  a  pardon  if  too  eafily 

•won. 

Bell.  Thou  doft  not  know  what  thou  would'fl  be  at  ; 
whether  thou  would'ft  have  her  angry  or  pleas'd.  Could'ft 
thou  be  content  to  marry  Araminta  ? 

Vaiii.  Could  you  be  content  to  go  to  heaven  ? 

BeU.  Hum,  not  immediately,  in  my  confcience  not 
heartily.  I'd  do  a  little  more  good  in  my  generation  firft, 
In  order  to  deferve  it. 

Vain.  Nor  I  to  marry  Arareinta  'till  I  merit  her. 

Bell.  But  how  the  devil  dolt  thou  expetfl  to  get  her  if  flic 
never  yield  ? 

r«;».  That's  true;   but  I  would—— 
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Bell.  Marry  her  without  her  confent  5  thou'rt  i  riddle 
beyond  woman  • 

SCENE    iv: 

[To  themj    SETTER. 

Trufty  Setter,  what  tidings  ?  how  goes  the  project  ? 

Setter.  As  all  lewd  proje&s  do,  Sir,  where  the  devil  pre 
vent*  our  endeavours  with  fuccefs. 

Sdl.  A.  good  hearing,  letter. 

Tain.  Well,  I'll  leave  you  with  your  engineer. 

Bell.  And  haft  thou  provided  neceflaries  ?    • 

Sitter.  All,  all,  Sir;  the  large  fau&ified  hat,  and  the 
little  precife  band,  with  a  Twinging  long  fpiritual  cloak, 
to  cover  carnal  knavery — not  forgetting  the  black  patch, 
•which  Tribulation  Spintext  wears,  as  I'm  inform'd,  upon 
one  eye,  as  a  penal  mourning  for  the  ogling  offences  of  his- 
jouth;  and  fome  fay,  with  that  eye  he  firft  difcovcr'd 
the  frailty  of  his  wife.  . 

Bell.  Well,  ia  this  fanatic  father's  habit,  will  I  confefi 
Latitia. 

Setter.  Rather  prepare  her  for  confeffion,  Sir,  by  helping 
her  to  fin. 

Bell.  Be  at  your  matter'*  lodging  in  the  evening,  I  fliall 
vfc  the  robes. 

S     C    E    N    E      V.  , 

SETTER    thne. 

Sitter.    I  fliall,  Sir — I   wonder   to  which  of  thefe    two 

ge-.tlemen  I-do  moft  properly  appertain the  one  ufes 

me  as  his  attendant;  the  other  (being  the  better  acquaint 
ed  with  my  parts)  employs  me  as  a  pimp;  why  that's 
much  the  more  honourable  employment — by  all  means, 
]  follow  one  as  ray  mafter,  t'other  follows  me  a*  his  con- 
du&ox. 
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SCENE      VI. 
[7*0  him]     LUCY. 

Lucy.  There's  the  hang-dog  his  man 1  had  a  power 

•ver  him  in  the  rtign  ot  my  miftrefs;  but  he  is  too  true  a 
Talet  de  chambre  not  to  affc&  his  matter's  faults ;  and 
confeqaently  is  revolted  from  his  allegiance. 

Setter.  Undoubtedly 'tis  impoffible  to  be  a  pimp  and  not 
a  man  of  parts.  That  is,  without  being  polite,  diligent, 

fecret,  wary,  and  lo  forth And  to  all  this,  valiant  as 

Hercules That  is,  pailively  valiant  and  actively  obe 
dient.  Ah  !  Setter,  what  a  treafure  is  here  loft  for  want 
of  being  known ! 

Liny.  Here's  fome  villainy  a-foot,  he's  fo  thoughtful; 

may  be  I  may  difcover  fomc  thing  in  my  mafk Worthy 

Sir,  a  word  with  you.  [Puts  tn  her  rnajk. 

Setter.  Why,  if  I  were  known,  I  might  come  to  be  a 
£reat  man 

Luty.  Not  to  interrupt  your  meditation — 

Setter.  And  I  fhould  not  be  the  firft  that  has  procured 
his  greatnefs  by  pimping. 

Lucy  Now  poverty  and  the  pox  light  upon  thec,  for  a 
contemplative  pimp. 

Setter.  Ha!  what  art,  who  thus  malicioufly  haft  awa- 
ken'd  me  from  my  dream  of  glory  .'  Speak,  thou  vile  di- 
fturber — 

Lucy.  Of  thy  moft  vile  cogitations thou  poor,  con 
ceited  wretch,  how  wert  thou  valuing  thyfelf  upon  thy 
matter's  employment  ?  For  he's  the  head-pimp  to  Mr  ikll- 
mour. 

Setter.  Good  words,  damfel,  or  I  fliall — < But  how 

dott  thou  know  my  matter  or  me  ? 

Luey.  Yes,  I  know  both  matter  and  man  to  be 

Setter.  To  be  men  perhaps  ;  nay,  faith  like  enough  :  I 
often  march  in  the  rear  of  my  matter,  and  enter  the 
breaches  which  he  has  made. 
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Lucy.  Ay,  the  breach  of  faith,  which  he  has  begun : 
thou  traitor  to  thy  lawful  princefs. 

Setter.  Why,  how  now!  pry'thee,  who  art  ?  Lay  by  that 
worldly  face,  and  produce  your  natural  vizor. 

L'tcy.  No,  firrah,  I'll  keep  it  on  to  abufe  thee,  and  leave 
fhee  without  hopes  of  revenge. 

Setter.  Oh '  1  begin  to  fmoke  ye :  thou  art  fome  forfaken 
Abigail  we  have  dallied  with  heretofore,  and  art  come  to 
tickle  thy  imagination  with  remembrance  of  iniquity 
paft. 

Lucy.  No,  thou  pitiful  flatterer  of  thy  matter's  imperfec 
tion;  thou  maukin  made  up  of  the  ihrtds  and  pairings  of 
his  fuperfluous  fopperies. 

Setter.  Thou  art  thy  miftrefs's  foul  felf,  compofed  of 
her  fullied  iniquities  and  clothing. 

Lucy.  Hang   thee  •         •   Beggar's    cur Thy  matter  it 

but  mumper  in  love ;   lyes  canting  at  the  gate,  but   never 
dares  prefume  _to  enter  the  houfe, 

Setter.  Thou  art  the  wicket  to  thy  miftrefs's  gate,  to  be 
opened  for  all  comers.  In  fine,  thou  art  the  high-road  to 
thy  miftrefs. 

Lacy.  Bead,  filthy  toad,  I  can  hold  no  longer  :  look  and 
tremble.  [f'amo/ks* 

Suiter.  How,  Mrs  Lucy! 

Lucy.  I  wonder  thou  haft  the  impudence  to  look  me  in 
the  face- 

Setter  Adfbud,  who's  in  fault,  miftrefs  of  mine  ?  who 
flung  the  fii  U  ftone  ?  who  undervalued  my  function  ?  and 
who  the  devil  could  know  you  by  inftin&  ? 

Lucf.  You  could  know  my  office  by  inftiufb,  and  be 
hang'd,  which  you  have  flander'd  inoft  abominably.  It 
vexes  me  not  what  you  faid  of  my  perfon ;  but  that  my 

innocent  calling  fliould  be   eipos'd  and  icaudaliz'd 1 

cannot  bear  it. 

Sitter.   Nay,  faith,   Lucy,  I'm  forry,   I'll  own  myfelf  to 
blame,  though  we  are  both  in  faulc  as  to  our  offices—— 
Come,  I'll  make  you  any  reparation. 
Lucy.  Swear. 
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Setter.  I  do  fwear,  to  the  utmoft  of  my  power. 

Lucy.  To  be  brief  then;  what  is  the  reafon  your  ma- 
fter  did  not  appear  to-day  according  to  the  Airiimoifs  I 
brought  him  ? 

Setter.  To  anfwer  you  as  briefly He  has  a  caufe  to 

be  tried  in  another  court. 

Lucy.  Come,  tell  me  in  plaia  terms,  how  forward  is  he 
•with  Araminta. 

Setter.  Too  forward  to  be  turn'd  back — Though  he's  a 
little  in  difgrace  at  prefcnt  about  a  kifs  which  he  forced. 
You  and  I  can  kifs,  Lucy,  without  all  that. 

Lucy.  Stand  off — He's  a  precious  jewel. 

Setter.  And  therefore  you'd  have  him  to  fet  in  your  lady's 
locket. 

Lucy.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Setter.  He'll  be  in  the  piazza  prefently. 

Lucy.  Remember  to-day's  behaviour — let  me  fee  you 
with  a  penitent  face. 

Setter.  What,  HO  token  of  amity,  Lucy  ?  you  and  I  don't 
life  to  part  with  dry  lips. 

Lucy.  No,  no,  avaunt — I'll  not  be  flabber'd  and  kifs'd 
now — I'm  not  i'th'  humour. 

S-.-tter.  1'41  not  quit  you  fo< — I'll  follow  and  put  you  into 
the  humour. 


SCENE      VII. 
Sir  J  O  S  E  P  H   W  I  T  T  O  L,     B  L  V  F  F. 

And  fo  out  of  your  unwonted  generofity 

Sir  'Jo.  And  good-nature,  back;  I  am  good-natur'd,  and  I 
Can't  help  it. 

Bluff.  You  have  given  him  a  note  upon  Fondlev.-ife  for 
a  hundred  pound. 

Sir  Jc.  Ay,  ay,  poor  fellow,  he  ventur'd  fair  for't. 

Bluff.  You  have  difobliged  me  iu  it for  I  have  oc- 

cafion  for  the  money,  and  if  you  would  look  me  in  the 

VOL.  I.  E 
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face  again  and  live,  go,  and  force  him  to  redeliver  you  the 
note — go — and    bring  it  me  hither.     I'll    ilay    here    for 


Jo.  You  may  flay  'till  the  day  of  judgment  then  :  by 
the  Lord  Harry,  I  know  better  things  than  to  be  run  thro' 
the  guts  for  a  hundred  pound Why,  I  gave  that  hun 
dred  pound  for  being  faved,  and  d'ye  think,  an  there  were 
no  danger,  I'll  be  fo  ungrateful  to  take  it  from  the  gentle 
man  again  ? 

•  Bh'f.  -Well,  go  to  him  for  me rTell  him,   I  fay  he 

-  rnuft  refund or  Bilbo's  the  word,  and  (laughter  will  en- 

fue ifherefufe,  tell  him but  whifpcr  that tell 

Kim — I'll  pink  his  foul — but  whifper  that  fofily-to  him. 

Sir  Jo.  So  foftly,  that  he  fhall  never  hear  on't  I  warrant 
you — why,  what  a  devil's  the  matter,  bully,  are  you  mad  ? 
or  d'ye  think  I'm  mad  ?  Agad  for  my  part,  I  don't  Jove  to 
be  the  meflenger  of  ill  news;  'tis  an  ungrateful  office — So 
tell  him  yourfelf. 

'Bluff.  By  thcfe  hilts  I  believe  he  frighted  you  into  this 
compofition :  I  believe  you  gave  it  him  out  of  fear,  pure 
paltry  fear— —confefs. 

xSir  Jo.  No,   no,   hang't  I  was  not  afraid    neither . 

tno'  I  coufefs  he  did  in  a  manner  fnap  me   up yet  I 

can't  fay  that  it  was  altogether  out  of  fear,  but  partly  to 
prevent  mifchief — for  he  was  a  devilirli  choleric  fellow: 
and  if  my  choler  had  been  up  too,  agad  there  would  have 
been  mifchief  done,  that's  flat.  And  yet  I  believe  if  you 
had  been  by,  I  would  as  foon  have  let  him  a' had  a  hun- 
died  (if  my  teeth.  Adfheart,  if  he  fliould  come  jufl.  now 
•; \vhen  I'm  angry,  I'd  tell  him — Mum. 

SCENE       VIII. 
[n  them]   B  E  L  L  M  O  U  R,    SHARPER. 

Bell.   Thou'it   a   lurky  rogue;  there's  your  benef.  clor; 
you  ought  to  return  him  thanks  now  you  have  re^eiv'd  the 
;  favour. 
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Sharp.  Sir  Jofeph- — your  note  was  accepted,  and  the 
money  paid  at  fight  :  ,1'm  come  to  return  my  thanks 

Sir  Jo.  They  won't  be  accepted  fo  readily  as  the  bill, 
Sir. 

Bell.  I  doubt  the  knight  repents,   Tom He  looks 

like  the  knight  of  the  forrowful  face. 

Sharp.  This  is  a  double  generofity Do  meakindnefs, 

and  refufe  my  thanks But  I  hope  you  are  not  offended 

that  I  ofFer'd  'env 

Sir  Jo.  May  be  I  am,  Sir,  may  be  I  am  not,  Sir,  may  bo 
I  am  both,  Sir;  what  then  ?  I  hope  I  may  be  offended, 
without  any  offence  to  you,  Sir- 

Si'iarp.  Hey-day!  Captain,  what's  the  matter  ?  you  can 
tell. 

.B'v/F.  Mr  Sharper,  the  matter  is  plain-* Sir  Jofeph  has 

found  out  your  trick,  and  doe*  not  cane  to  be  put  uppn, 
being  a  man  of  honour, 

5  'arp.  Trick,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  trick,  Sir,  and  won't  be  put  upon,  Sir, being 
a  man  of  honour,  Sir,  and  fo,  Sir 

Sharp.  Harkee,  Sir  Jofeph,  a  word  with  ye Tn  con 
federation  of  fome  favours  lately  received,  I  would  not 
have  you  draw  yourfelf  into  a  premunire,  by  trufting  to 

that  fign  of  a  man  there that  pot-gun  charg'd  with 

wind. 

Sir  'Jo.  O  Lord,  O  Lord,  Captain,  come  juftify  yourfcif 
I'll  give  him  the  lie  if  you'll  ftand  to  it. 

Shirt-.  Nay  then -I'll  be  beforehand,  with  you,  take  that 
— Oafe  [C/j  Mm. 

fcir  Jo.  Captain,  will  you  fee  this?  won't  you  pink  his 
foul  ? 

Bluff.  Huflit,  'tis  not  fo  convenient  now 1  (hall  find 

a  time 

Sharp.  What,  do  you  mutter  about  a  time,  rafcal  ? 

You  were  the  incendiary There's  to  put  you  in  mind  of 

your  time A  memorandum..  [Kukt  him. 

Bluff.  Oh  this  is  your  time,  Sir,  you  had  beft  make  uf« 
oo't. 

£  * 
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Sharp,  I  gad  and  fo  I  will :  there's  again  for  you. 

[Kicks  h:w.- 

Bin/.  You  arc  obliging,  Sir,  but  this  is  too  public  a 
place  to  thank  you  in  :  but  in  yoor  ear,  you  are  to  be  feen 
again. 

S)arf>.  Ay,  thou  inimitable  coward,  and  to  be  felt  - 
as  for  example.  [Kicks  Km. 

B~.it.  Ha,  ha,  prithee  come  away  ;  'tis  fcandalous  to  kick 
this  puppy,  unleff  a  man  were  cold,  and  had  no  other  way 
to  get  himfelf  a  heat. 

SCENE       IX. 
Sir  J  O  S  E  P  II   W  I  T  T  O  L,    B  L  U  F  F. 

"Bluff.  Very  well very  fine but  'tis  no  matter— 
Is  not  this  fine,  Sir  Jofeph  ? 

Sir  Jo.  Indifferent,  agad  in  my  cp:nion  very  indiffe 
rent I'd  rather  go  plain  all  my  life,  than  wear  fuch, 

finery. 

Bluff.  Death  and  hell !  to  be  affronted  thus  !  I'll  die  before 
I'll  fuffer  it.  \Draws. 

Sir  Jo.  O  Lord,   his  anger  was  not  raifed  before 

nay,  dear  Captain,  don't  be  in  a  paffion  now  he's  gone — 
Put  up,  put  up,  dear  back,  'tis  your  Sir  Jo.'cph  begs,  come> 
come,  let  me  kifs  thee;  fo,  fo,  put  up,  put  up. 

Jiluf.    By  Meav'n  'tis  not  to  be  put  up. 

Sir  Jo.  What,  Bully? 

B'uff.  The  affront. 

Sir  Jo.  No,  agad  no  more  'tis,  for  that's  put  up  already  ; 
thy  fword  I  mean. 

Bl'.tff.  Well,  Sir  Jofeph,  at  your  intreaty — But  were  not 
you,  my  friend,  abus'4  aud  cuiT'd  and  kuk  d  ? 

[rutting  tip  r)h  /word. 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  ay,  fo  you  were  too;  no  matter,  'tis  paft. 

Muff.  By  the  immcital  thunder  of  great  guns,  'tis  falfe 
—he  fucks  not  vital  air  who  dares  affirm  it  to  this  face. 

\Laoks  big*. 
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Sir  Jo.  To  that  face  I  grant  you,  Captain No,  no, 

I  grant  you Not  to  that  face,  by  the  Lord  Harry— If 

you  had  put  on  your  fighting  face  before,  you  had  done 
his  bufinefs— he  durft  as  foon  have  kifs'd  you,  as  kick'd  you 
to  your  face — But  a  man  can  no  more  he  Ip  what's  done 

behind  his  back,  than  what's  faid Come,  we'll  think  no 

more  of  what's  paft. 

B'uf.  I'll  call  a  council  of  war  within  to  confider  of  my 
revenge  to  come. 

SCENE       X. 
H  E  A  R  T  \V  E  L  L,    SILVIA.    Silvia's  Apartment. 

SO       N       G. 

At  Am'jret  and  Tbyrfis  lay 
Melting  the  hours  in  gemlc  play  ; 
Jrjtni>>.%  faces,  mingling  kffcs, 
And  exchanging  harmlef;  b/f/JcS  : 
tie  trcnillnig  cry'd  -with  eager  bafle, 

0  let  me  ft-cd  as  well  as  I  > .:.  ; 

1  die,  if  I'm  not  -wbMy  bkji. 

[After  ihifing,  a  dance  of  antics.} 

Silv.  Indeed  it  is  very  fine— I  could  look  upon  'em  all 
day. 

Heart.  Well,  has  this  prevaiTd  for  me,  and  will  you  look 
upon  me  ? 

Silv.  If  you  coi; Id  iing  and  dance  fo,  I  fliould  love  to 
look  upon  you  too. 

Heart.  Why  'twas  I  fung  and  danc'd;  I  give  mufic  to 

the  voice,  and  life  to  their  meafurcs Look  you  here, 

Silvia,  [Palling  out  a  pitr/e  an  '  cbiiik:n%  ft.']  here  rive  fongs 

and  dances,  poetry  and  in u fie hark!  how  fweetly  one 

guinea  rhymes  to  another and  how  they  dance  to  the 

imi'.ic  of  their  own  chink.  This  :  •  t'other 

and  this  thou  flialt  have;  this,  and  all  that  I  aai  worth 


S4  T  H  E    O  L  D    B  A  C  K  E  L  O  R. 

for  the  purchafe  of  thy  love Say,  is  it  mine  then,  ha  ? 

Speak,  Siren — Oons,  why  do  I  look  on  her  ?  Yet  I  muft 

Speak,  dear  angel,  devil,    faint,  witch;  do  not  rack  me 
•with  fufpenre. 

Silv.  Nay,  don't  flare  at  me  fo You  make  me 

Llufli 1  cannot  look. 

Heart.  Oh  manhood,  where  art  thou!  What  am  I  come 
to  ?  a  woman's  toy,  at  thefe  years  !  Death,  a  bearded  baby 
for  a  giil  to  dandle.  O  dotage,  dotage !  That  ever  that 

noble  paffion,  hift,    fhould  ebb  to  this  degree No 

reflux   of  vigorous  blood  :   but  milky  love   fupplies   the 
empty  channels;  and  prompts  me  to  the  foftnefs  of  a  child 

a  mere  infant  and  would  fuck.     Can  you  love  me, 

Silvia  ?  fpeak. 

S/lv.  I  dare  not  fpeak  'till  I  believe  you,  and  indeed  I'm 
afraid  to  btlieve  you  yet. 

Heart.  Death,  how  her  innocence  torments  and  pleafes 
me!  Lying,  child,  is  indeed  the  art  of  love;  and  men  are 
generally  matters  in  it  :  but  I'm  fo  newly  entered,  you 
cannot  diftruft  me  of  any  fkill  in  the  treacherous  myftery 

Now  by  my  foul   I  cannot  lie,  though  it  were  to 

fervc  a  friend  or  gain  a  miftrefs. 

S'lv.  Muft  you  lie  then,  if  you  fay  you  love  me  ? 

Heart.  No,  no,  dear  ignorance,   thon  beauteous  change- 

jjng 1  ttll  thee  I  do  love  thee,  and  tell  it  for  a  truth,. 

a  naked  truth,  which  I'm  afliam'd  to  difcover. 

Silv.  But  Icve,  they  fay,  is  a  tender  thing,  that  will 
fmooth  frowns,  and  make  calm  an  angry  face;  will  foftcn 
a  rugged  temper,  and  make  ill  humoured  people  good  :  you 
look  ready  to  fright  one,  and  talk  as  if  ycur  pafiion  were 
not  love,  but  anger. 

Htr.rt.  'Tis  both,  for  I  am  angry  with  myfelf  when  I  am 

pleafed  with   you And  a  pox  upon  me  for  loving  thee 

f0  wen yet  I  muft  on 'Tis  a  bearded  arro\v,and  will 

more  eafily  be  thruft  forward  than  drawn  back. 

Silv.  Indeed  if  I  were  well  afi'ur'd  you  lov'd ;  but  how 
can  I  be  well  aflur'cl  ? 

Hcaft,  Take  the   fymptoms— and  afk  all  the  tyrants 
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of  thy  fex,  if  their  fools  are  not  known  by  this  party- 
coloured  livery — I  am  melancholic  when  thou  art  abfent, 
look  like  an  afs  when  thou  art  prefcnt,  wake  for  thee  when 
I  fliould  fkep  ;  and  even  dream  of  thee  when  I  am  awake  ; 
figh  much,  drink  little,  eat  lefs,  court  folitude,  am  grown 
very  entertaining  to  myielf,  and  (as  I  am  informed)  very 
troublefome  to  every  body  elfe.  If  this  be  not  love,  it  is 
madnefs,  and  then  it  is  pardonable — Nay  yet  a  more  cer 
tain  fign  than  all  this,  I  give  thee  my  money. 

Silv.  Ay,  but  that  is  no  fign;  for  they  fay  gentlemen 
•will  give  money  to  any  naughty  woman  to  come  to  bed  to 

them Ogemiui,  I  hope  you  don't  mean  fo — for  I  won't 

be  a  whore. 

Heart.  The  more  is  the  pity.  [dfrfg. 

Silv.  Nay,  if  you  would  marry  me,  you  fliould  not  come 
to  bed  to  me — you  have  fuch  a  beard,  and  would  fo  prickle 
one.  But  do  you  intend  to  marry  me  ? 

Heart.  That  a  fool  fhouid  afk  fuch  a  malicious  quefHon! 
Death,  I  fliall  be  drawu  in  before  I  know  where  I  am— 
However,  I  find  I  am  pretty  fure  of  her  confent,  if  I  am 
put  to  it  [j</r/r.]  Marry  you  !  no,  no,  I'll  love  you. 

Si!v.  Nay,  but  if  you  love  me,  you  muft  marry  me; 
what,  don't  I  know  my  father  lov'd  my  mother,  and  was 
married  to  her  ? 

Heart.  Ay,  ay,  in  old  days  people  married  where  they 
lov'd;  but  that  fafhion  i?  chang'd,  child. 

S:iv.  Never  tell  me  that,  I  know  it  is  not  chang'd  by 
myfelf ;  for  I  love  you  and  would  rnarry  you. 

Heart.  I'll  have  my  beard  fhav'd,  it  ihan't  hurt  thee, 
and  we'll  go  to  bed • 

Si'v.  No,  no,  I'm  not  fuch  a  fool  neither  but  I  can  keep 
myfelf  honed — here,  1  won't  keep  any  thing  that's  yours ; 
I  hate  you  now,  [Throws  the  Pitrjc  ]  and  I'll  never  fee  you 
again,  'caufe  you'd  have  me  be  naught.  [Going. 

Henri.  Damn  her,  let  her  go,  and  a  good  riddance — yet 
fo  much  teudernefs  and  beauty — and  hoiiefty  together  is  a 
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jewel flay,  Silvia but  then  to  marry why,  every 

man  plays  the  fool  once  in  his  life;  but  to  marry  is  play 
ing  the  fool  all  one's  life  long. 

S;lv.  What  did  you  call  me  for  ? 

Jic.-'.rt.  I'll  give  thce  all  I  have  ;  and  thou  fhalt  live  with 
me  in  every  thing  fo  like  rny  wife,  the  world  {hall  believe 

it ;  nay,  thou  flialt  think  fo  thyfeif only  let  me  not 

think  fo. 

•SiiD.  I'll  die  before  I'll  be  your  whore as  well  as  I 

love  you. 

Heart,  afir-e]  A  woman,  and  ignorant,  may  be  honed, 
•when  'tis  out  of  obitinacy  and  contradiction — but  s'death! 
it  is  but  a  may  be,  and  upon  fcurvy  terms Well,  fare 
well  then — if  1  can  get  out  of  fight  I  may  get  the  better 
of  myftlf. 

Silv.   Well — good  by.  [Turns  and  weffs. 

Heart.  Hay  !  nay  come,  we'll  kifs  at  parting,  [  Kijjes  her.'] 
By  Heaven  her  kifs  is  fweeter  than  liberty — 1  will  marry 
thee — there  thou  haft  done't.  Ay  my  refolves  melted  in 
that  kifs — once  more. 

Silv.   But  when  ? 

Heart.  I'm  impatient  till  it  be  done  ;  I  will  not  give  my- 
felf  liberty  to  think,  lelt  I  fhould  cool — 1  will  about  a  li 
cence  ftraight — in  the  evening  expect  me One  kifs 

more  to  confirm  me  mad;  fo. 

Silv.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  an  old  fox  trap'd 

SCENE       XI. 
iro  her^    LUCY. 

Blcfs  me  !  you  frighted  me,  I  thought  he  had  been  come 
again,  and  had  h<  ard  me. 

Lu'i.  Lord,  Madam,  I  met  your  lover  in  as  much  hade, 
as  if  he  had  been  goiiig  for  a  midwife. 

Sflv.  lie's  going  for  a  parfcn.  girl,  the  forerunner  of  a 

midwife,  i:  ,  ,,ths  hence V.'e'l,  I  find  dif- 

fembling  to  our  fcx  is  as  natural  as  fv.'imn.ii.g  to  a  uegro; 
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•we  may   depend   upon  our   fki-H  to   fave  us  at  a  plunge, 

tho'  till  then  we  never  made  the  experiment but  ho\f 

haft  thou  fucceeded  ? 

L:ry.  As  you  would  wjfh;-fince  there   is  no  reclaiming 
Vainlove.     I  1  ave  found  out  a  piqiu  fhe  has  t;-.k.cn  at  him, . 
and  have  fram'd  a  letter  that  makes  her  iue   for  reconcili 
ation  firO:.     I  know  that  will  do — walk  in  and  I'll  ihew  it 
you.     Come,  Madam,   you're  like  to  have  a   happy  time 
on't,  both  your  love  and  anger  fatisCed !   all  that  can 
charm  our  fex  confpires  to  pleafe  you. 
That  woman  fine  enjoys  a  bleflcd  night, 
Whom  love  and  vengeance  both  at  once  delight. 

A  C  T    IV.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE,  the  Street. 

B  E  L  L,  M  O  U  R  in  fanatic  h.ibit,   SETTER. 
B  E  t.  L  M  O  U  R. 

J'T'  I  S  pretty  near  the  hour,  [Locking  on  his  watcb.~\  Well 
and  how,  Setter,  ha  ?  does  my  hypocrify  fit  me, 
ha  ?  does  it  fit  enfy  on  me  ? 

Srt.  O  mod  rdigioufly  well,  ^ir. 

Bill.  I  wonder  why  all  our  young  fellows  fliould  glory  in 
an  opinion  of  Athcifm,  when  they  may  be  fo  much  more 
conveniently  lewd  under  the  coverlet  of  religion. 

-Set.  S'bud,  Sir,  away  quickly  ;  there's  Fondlewife  juft 
turn'd  the  corner,  and's  coming  this  way. 

Bell.  Gads  fo,  there  he  is,  he  muft  not  fee  me. 

SCENE       II. 
FONDLE  WIFE,    BARNABT. 

F-'W    I  fay  I  will  tarry  at  home. 
Bar.  But,  Sir. 
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F'.'.l.  Good  lark  !  I  profefs  the  fpirit  of  contradiiftioa 
hath  polielt  the  lad — i  fay  I  will  tarry  at  home,  varlct. 

Bar.  I  have  done,  Sir  ;  then  fare  we  1  rive  hundred  pound. 

Fond.  Ha,  ho-.v's  that!  Stay,  ftay,  did  you  leave  word, 
fey  you,  with  his  wife  ?  with  Comfort  her. 'elf  ? 

B  i .  I  did  ;  and  Comfort  will  fend  Tribulation  hither  as 
foou  as  ever  he  conies  home — I  could  have  brought  young 
Mr  Prg  to  have  kept  my  miftrefs  company  in  the  mean 
time;  but  you  fay • 

F  i.  .  How,  how,  fay,  varlet  ?  I  fay  let  him  not  come 
near  my  doors;  I  fay  he  is  a  wanton  young  Levite,  and 
pampereth  himfelf  up  wi.h  dainties,  that  he  may  look 

lovely  in  the  eyes  of  women Sincerely  I  am  afraid  he 

hath  alread)  dt61ed  the  tabernacle  of  out  lifter  Comfort  ; 
•while  licr  g<Mxl  hufband  is  deluded  ,  by  his  godly  appear 
ance —  I  fay,  that  even  hi  ft  doth  fparkle  in  his  eyes,  and 
glow  upon  his  cheeks,  and  that  I  wouJd  as  foon  truft  my 
•wife  with  a  Void's  high-fed  chaplain. 

B  :r.  -.IT,  the  hour  draws  nigli — and  nothing  will  be 
d;;ne  there  till  \  ou  come. 

Find.  And  nothuig  can  be  done  here  till  I  go — fo  that 
I'll  tarry,  d'ye  lee. 

Bir.  And  run  the  hazard  to  lofe  your  affair,  Sir? 

.   Good  lack,  good  lack — I  profefs.'tii  a  very  fuffici- 
cnt  vexation,  for  a  man  t<>  have  a  handfome  wile. 

B'.r.  Never,  Sir,  but  when  the,  man  is  an  insufficient 
hufband  'Tis  then  indeed,  like  the  vanity  of  taking  a 
fiije  houfe,  and  yet  be  forced  to  let  lodgings,  to  help  to 
pay  the  rent. 

F^nd.  I  prcfefs  a  very  apt  comparifon,  varlet ;  go  and 
bid  my  Cocky  come  out  to  me.  I  will  give  her  fome  iufltuc- 
tionl,  I  will  reafon  with  her  before  I  go. 

SCENE       III. 

FONDLE  WIFE    alone. 
\ 

And  in  the  mean  time,  I  will  reafon  with  royfelf Tcil 
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me,  Ifaac,  why  art  thou  jealous  ':  why  art  thee  diftruftful 
of  the  wife  6f  thy  bofoin  ? — becaufe  fhe  is  youjng  and  V£ 
gorous,  and  I  am  old  and  impotent.  Then  why  didft  thee 
tnarry,  Ifaac  ? — becaufe  fhe  was  beautiful  and  tempting, 
and  becaufe  I  was  obflinace  and  doatiug;  fo  that  my  in- 
tiination  was,  and  is  ftill,  greater  than  my  power.  And 
•will  not  that  which  tempted  thee,  alfo  tempt  others,  who 
will  tempt  her,  Ifaac  : — I  fear  it  much.  Bur  does  not  thy 
•wife  love  thee,'  nay,  doat  upon  thee — yes — Why  then  !  — 
Ay,  but  to  fay  truth,  flic's  fonder  of  me  than  fhe  has  rea- 
fon  to  be;  and  in  the  way  of  trade,  we  ftill  fufpecl  the 
fmoothefl  dealers  of  the  deepeft  defigns — and  that  fhe  has 
fome  defigns  deeper  than  thou  canft  reach,  th'  haft  experi 
mented,  Ifaac — but,  mum. 

•SCENE       IV. 
FONDLE  WIFE,     L  A  E  T  I  T  I  A. 

Ltt.  I  hope  my  deareft  jewel  is  not  going  to  leave  roe, 
are  you,  Nykin  ? 

Finn.  Wife,  have  you  thoroughly  confidered  how  deteft- 
able,  how  heinous,  and  how  crying  a  fin,  the  fin  of  adul 
tery  is  ?  have  you  weigh'd  it,  I  fay  ?  for  it  is  a  very  weighty 
fin  ;  and  although  it  may  ly  heavy  upon  thee,  yet  thy  huf- 
band  muft  alfo  bear  his  part ;  for  thy  iniquity  will  fall 
upon  his  head. 

Lttt.  Blefs  me,  what  means  my  dear ! 

Foxd.  afide  j  I  profefs  llie  has  an  alluring  eye;  I  am 
doubtful  whether  I  fhall  truft  her,  even  with  Tribulatioa 

himftli Speak,  I  fay,  have  you  confidered  what  it  is  to 

cuckold  your  hufband  ? 

Lxt.  afidi'-]  I'm  amaz'd ;  fure  he  has  difcovered  no 
thing Who  has  wrong'd  me  to  my  dcaveft  ?  1  hope  my 

jewel  does  not  think,  that  ever  I  had  any  fuch  thing  in  my 
head,  or  ever  will  hare. 

Fend.  No,  no,  I  tell  you  T  fhall  have  it  in  my  head 

Ltt.  aftJf.]  1  know  not  what  to  think;    but   I'm   re- 
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folv'd  to  find  the  meaning  of  it Unkind  dear!    was  ii 

for  this  you  fent  to  call  me  ?    is  it  not  affliction   enough 
that  you  are  to  leave  me,  but  you  muft  ftudy  to  increafe 

it   by  unjuft  fufpicions  ?  [Ov/wf.]    Well well you 

know  my  fondnefs,  and  you  love  to  tyrannize Go  on, 

cruel  man,  do,  triumph  over  my  poor  heart,  while  it  holds ; 

which  cannot  be  long,  with  this  ufage  of  yours But 

that's  what  you  want Well,  you  will  have  your  euds 

foon You  will You  will Yes,  it  will  break 

to  oblige  you.  [S'&ht, 

Find.  Verily  I  fear  I  have  carried  the  jeft  too  far • 

Nay,  look  you  now  if  {lie  does  not  weep 'tis  the  fondeft 

fool Nay,  Cocky,  Cocky,  nay,  dear  Cocky,  don't  cry, 

I  was  but  in  jeft,  I  was  i'feck. 

LAI.  a/ide.]    O  then  all's  fafe.     I  was  terribly   frighted — 
Mv  affliction  is  always  your  jeft,  barbarous  man  !  Oh  that 

I  fhould  love  to  this  degree !  yet 

Fond.  Nay,  Cocky. 

L.tt    No,  no,  you  are  weary  of  me,  that's  it that's 

all,  you  would  get  another  wife another  fond  fool,  to 

break  her  heart well,  be  as  cruel  as  you  can  to  me, 

I'll  pray  for  you ;    and  when  I  am  dead  wiih  grief,   may 
you  have  one   that  will  love  you  as  well   at  I  have  done  : 

I  fliall  be  contented  to  ly  at  peace  in  my  cold  grave • 

fince  it  will  pleafe  you  [Si^bs-. 

Foii-i.  Good  lack,  good  lack,   fhe  would  melt  a  heart  of 

oak 1  profefs  I  can  hold  no  longer Nay,  dear 

Cocky 1'feck  you'll  break  my  heart I'feck  you  will 

• See  you  have  made  me  weep made  poor  Nykin 

weep       Nay,  come  kifs,  bufs  poor  Nykin and  I 

won't  leave  thee i'll  lofc  all  firft. 

Lft.  'jfuie.]  How!  Heaven  forbid  !    that  will  be  carrying 
the  jeft  too  far  indeed. 

Fond.  Won't  you  ki's  Nykin  ? 

L.tt.  Go  naughty  Nykin,  you  don't  love  me. 

Few.  Kifs,  ki(>,  i't'eck  i  do. 

L£t.  No,  you  don't.  [She  kffis  K»:. 

Fond.  What,  not  love  Cocky ! 
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l,v/.  No~h. 

Fcnrf,  I  profcfs,  I  do  love  thee  betrer  than  five  hunftio! 
pound  —  andfo  thou  {halt  fay,  for  I'll  leave  it  to  flay  with 
thee. 

Lat.  No,  you  flian't  neglect  your  bufmefs  for  me  --  No 
indeed  you  fant,  Nykin  --  If  you  don't  go,  I'll  think 
you  been  dealous  of  me  (till. 

Fond.  He,  he,  he,  wilt  thou,  poor  fool  ?  Then  I  will  go, 
I  won't  be  dealous  —  Poor  Cocky,  kifs  Nykin  kifs  Nykin, 
ee,  ee,  ee  --  Here  will  be  the  good  man  anon,  to  talk  to 
Cocky,  and  teach  her  how  a  wife  ought  to  behave  herfclf. 

L.tt.  afide.]  I  hope  to  have  one  that  will  ihe\v  me  how  a 
hufband  ought  to  behave  himfcif  —  I  fliall  be  glad  to  learn 
to  pleafe  my  jewel.  [Kifs. 

fond.  That's  my  good  dear,  -  Come,  kifs  Nykin  once 
more,  and  then  get  you  in  —  So—  Get  you  in,  get  you  in. 
By,  by. 

Lxt.  By  Nykin. 

Fond    By  Cocky. 

Ltt.  By  Nykin. 

Fond.  By  Cocky,  by,  by. 

SCENE        V. 
VAIN  LOVE,    SHARPER. 

Sharp.  How!  Araminta  loft  !  M> 

Vain.  To  confirm  what  1  have  faid,  read  this— 

[Gives  a  litter. 

Sharp.  Reads.]  Hum,  hum,  —  "  And  what  then  appeared 
"  a  fault,  upon  reflection,  ftems  only  an  effect  of  a  too 
"  powerful  paflion.  I'm  afraid  I  give  too  great  a  proof  of 
"  my  own  at  this  time  —  I  am  in  diforder  for  what  I  have 
"  written.  But  fometh;ng,  I  know  not  what,  forced  me. 
"  1  only  beg  a  favourable  cenfure  of  this  and  your 

"   Animate." 

Slarp.  Loft!  Pray  Heaven  thou  haft  not  loft  thy  wits. 
Here,  here,  (lie's  thy  own,  man,  fign'd  and  fcal'd  too  —  T» 

VOL.  I.  F 
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her,  man a  delicious  melon,  pure  and  confenting  ripe, 

and  only  waits  thy  cutting  up — She  has  been  breeding 
love  to  thee  all  this  while,  and  jufl  now  flic's  deliver'd 
of  it. 

Vain.  'Tis  an  untimely  fruit,  and  flic  has  mifcarried  of 
her  love. 

Sbirp.  Never  leave  this  damn'd,  ill-natur'd  whimfy, 
Frank  ?  Thou  haft  a  fickly  peevifh  appetite  ;  only  chew 
love,  and  cannot  digeft  it. 

Fain.    Yes,   when    I    feed  myfelf But   I  hate   to  be 

cramm'd By  Heav'n,  there's  not  a  woman  will  give  a 

man  the  pleafure  of  a  chace  :  my  fport  is  always  balk'd,  or 

tut  fliort 1  (tumble  over  the  game  I  would  purfue 

'Tis  dull  and  unnatural  to  have  a  hare  run  full  in  the 
hound's  mouth;  and  would  diftafte  the  keeneft  hunter — 
I  would  have  overtaken,  not  have  met  my  game. 

Sharp.  However  I  hope  you  don't  mean  to  forfake  it ; 
that  will  be  but  a  kind  of  a  mungrel  cur's  trick.  Well, 
are  you  for  the  Mall  ? 

Vain.  No,  fhe  will  be  there  this  evening Yes,  I  will 

go  too — and  flic  fliall  fee  her  error  in 

Sharp.  In  her  choice,  I'gad But  thou  canft  not  be  fo 

great  a  brute  as  to  flight  her  ? 

Vain.  I  fliould  difappoint  her  if  I  did  not— —By  her  ma 
nagement  I  fliould  think  flic  expedts  it. 
All  naturally  fly  what  does  purfue  : 
*     'Tis  fit  men  fliould  be  coy,  when  women  woo, 

SCENE      VL 


A  Room  in  Fondlewife'j  Houfe. 

/f  SERVANT    ittretiitfinf   BELLMOUR  r'»   ft  ft  attic    halit, 
•with  a  patcli  upon  int  eye,    and  a  book  in  hh  hand. 

Serv.  Here's  a  chair,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  repofe  your- 
fclf.     My  miftrefs  is  coming,  Sir. 

Bell.  Secure  in  my  difguife,  I  have  outfac'd  fufpicion, 
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and  even  dar'd  difcovery  —  This  cloak  my  fanflity,  and 
trufty  Scarron's  novels  my  prayer-book  —  Methirrks  I  am 
the  very  pi&ure  of  Montufar  in  the  Hypocrites—  —  —  -Oil 
file  comes. 


SCENE       VIL 
BELLMOUR,     LAETITIA. 

"  So  breaks  Aurora  through  the  veil  of  night,  -\ 

"  Thus  fly  the  clouds,  divided  by  her  light, 

"  And  ev'ry  eye  receives  a  new-born  %ht."  J 

[Thro-w'u:g  off  h;i  c'tak,  patch,  &C. 

L<et.  "  Thus  ftrew'd  with  bluflaes,  like"  -  Ah  Hea 
ven  defend  me  !  Who's  this  ?  [Difcsvering  him,  Jim  is, 

Bell.  Your  lover. 

,L<et.  Vainluve's  friend  !  I  know  his  face,  and  he  has  be 
tray  'd  me  to  him.  [dfidc. 

Bill.  You  arc  furprifed.  Did  you  not  expect  a  lover, 
Madam  ?  'I'hofe  eyes  flione  kindly  on  my  firft  appearance, 
though  now  they  are  o'er-caft. 

Lft.  I  may  well  be  furpriied  at  your  perfon  and  impu 
dence  ;  they  are  both  new  to  me  —  You  are  nor  what 
your  firft  appearance  promised  :  the  piety  of  your  habit 
was  welcome,  but  not  the  hypocrify. 

Bell.  Rather  the  hypocrily  was  welcome,  but  not  the 
hypocrite. 

Ltet.  Who  are  you,  Sir  ?  You  have  miftaken  the  houfe 
fure. 

Bell.  I  have  directions  in  my  pocket,  which  agree  with 
every  thing  but  your  unkindneis.  {.Pulls  out  the  Utter. 

Lft.  My  letter  !  Bafe  Vainlove  !  Then  'tis  too  late  to 
difiemble.  [sJfide.']  'Tis  plain  then  you  have  miftaken  the 
perfon.  [Goz'fcf. 

Belt.    If  we  part   fo   I'm   miftaken  -  Hold,    hold, 

Madam  -  1   confefs    I   have   run  into  an  error  —  I  beg 

your  pardon  a  thoufand  times  -  What  an  eternal  block 

head  am  I  !  Can  you   forgive  me  the  diforder  I  have  puj 

F  a 
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you  into But  it  is  a  miftake  which  any  body  might 

have  made. 

Lit.  What  can  this  mean !  Tis  impoflible  he  fhould 

be  miftaken  after  all  this A  handfome  fellow  if  he 

Lad  not  furprifed  me  :  methinks,  now  I  look  on  him 
again,  I  would  not  have  miftaken.  \_Aftdt.']  We  are  all 
liable  to  miftakcs,  Sir;  if  you  own  it  to  be  fo,  there  needs 
no  further  apology. 

Bell.  Nay, 'faith,  Madam, 'tis  a  pleafant  one,  and  worth 
your  hearing.  Expecting  a  friend,  laft  night,  at  his 
lodgings,  'till  'twas  late;  my  intimacy  with  him  gave  me 
the  freedom  of  his  bed;  he  not  coming  home  all  night,  a 
letter  was  delivered  to  me  by  a  fervant  in  the  morning; 
upon  the  perufal  I  found  the  contents  fo  charming,  that 
I  could  think  of  nothing  all  day  but  putting  'em  in  prac 
tice 'till  juft  now,  (the  firft  time  I  ever  look'd 

upon  the  fuperfcription,)  I  am  the  moft  furpris'd  in  the 
world  to  find  it  directed  to  Mr  Vainlove.  Gad,  Madam, 
I  alk  you  a  million  of  pardons,  and  will  make  you  any  fa- 
tisfadiion. 

Lift.  lam  difcover'd — And  either  Vainlove  is  not  guil 
ty,  or  he  has  handibmely  excuj'd  him.  [slfidt, 

JBtii.  You  appear  concern 'd,  Madam. 

Litt.  I  hope  you  are  a  gentleman ; and  fince  you 

are  privy  to  a  weak  woman's  failing,  won't  turn  it  to  the 
prejudice  of  her  reputation.  You  Icckas  if  you  had  more 
honour 

£tl!.  And  more  love;  or  my  face  is  a  falfe  witnefs, 
and  deferves  to  be  pillory 'd — No,  by  Hcav'n,  I  Avear— 

Ltt.  Kay,  don't  fwear  if  you'd  have  me  believe  you ; 
but  promife — 

Bc!l.  Well,  (  prornife — A  promife  is  fo  cold — Give  me 

leave  to  fwear by  thofe  eyes,  thofe  killing  eyes;  by, 

thofe  healing  lips. — Oh  !  prefs  the  foft  charm  clofe  to  mine 
and  feal  them  up  for  ever. 

Lie!.  Upon  that  condition.  [He klffc:  her. 

Sell.  Eternity  was  in  that  moment— One  more,  unoa 
»ry  conditiuii. 
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Lxl.  Nay,  now 1  never  faw  any  thing  Co  agreeably 

impudent.  \_Afiiie.~]  Won't  you  cenfure  me  for  this,  now? 
—  but  'tis  to  buy  your  filence.  [K:fs.]  Oh,  but  what  am 
I  doing  ! 

Bell.  Doing !  no  tongue  can  exprefs  it — not  thy  own  ! 
nor  any  thing  but  thy  lips.  I  am  faint  with  the  excefs 
of  blifs  :  Oh,  for  love-fake,  lead  me  any  whither  where  I 
may  ly  down  ;  <  •  'quickly,  for  I'm  afraid  I  ihall  have 
a  fit. 

Lxt.  Blefs  me  !  what  fit  ? 

Bill.  Oh,  a  cohvuliion 1  feel  the  fymptoms. 

L.ci.  Does  it  hold  you  long  ?  I'm  afraid  to  carry  you 
into  my  chamber. 

Bell.  Oh,  no:  let  me  ly  down  upon  the  bed; the 

fit  will  be  fbon  over. 


SCENE      VIII. 

SCENE,    St  James'j  Park. 

A  R  A  M  I  N  T  A    and    BELINDA    meeting. 

Belin.  Lard,  my  dear,    I  am  glad  to  have  met  you > 

1  have  been  at  the  Exchange  linee,  and  am  fo  tir'd . 

Aram.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bel'tn.  Oh,  the  mod  inhuman  barbarous  hackney-coach  ! 
I  am  jolted  to  a  jelly — Am  not  I  horribly  tous'd  ? 

[Pulls  cui  a  poctet-ghfs, 

Aram.  Your  head's  a  little  out  of  order. 

Bdin .  A  little  !  O  frightful !  what  a  furious  phyz  I  have  ? 
O  moft  rueful !  ha,  ha,  ha  :  O  gad,  I  hope  no  body  will 
ccme  this  way,  'till  I  have  put  myfelf  a  little  in  repair — 
Ah  '.  my  dear — I  have  feen  fuch  unhewn  creatures  fmcc 

ha,  ha,  ha,  I  can't    for  my  foul  help  thinking  that  I 

look  juft    like    one  of  'em Good    dear,  pin  this,  and 

I'll   tell  you Very   well ^o,  thank  you,  my  dear-  — 

But  as  I  was   telling  you — Pifli,   this  is  the  untoward'ft 
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lock—— — jSo,  as  I  was  telling  you  — How  d'ye  like  me 
now  :  Hideous,  ha  ?  Frightful  (till  ?  Or  how  ? 

Aram.  No,  no  ;  you're  very  well  as  can  be. 

BtHn.  And  ib Kut  where  did   I  leave  off,  my  dear  ? 

I  was  telling  you 

Aram.  You  were  about  to  tell  me  fomething,  child— 
but  you  left  off  before  you  began. 

Belin.  Oh ;  a  mod  comical  fight  :  a  country  fquire, 
with  the  equipage  of  a  wife  and  two  daughters,  came  to 

Mrs  Miipwell's  fhop  while  I  was  there But,   oh  gad  I 

two  fuch  unlick'd  cu!>s  ! 

Aram.  I  warrant,  plump,  cherry-cheek'd  country  girls. 

Eetia.  Ay,  on  my  confcience,  fat  as  barn-door  fowl ; 
but  fo  bedeck'd,  you  would  have  taken  'em  for  Frkzland 

hens,  with  their  feathers  growing  the  wrong  way O 

fuch  out-Lndifh  creatures  !  Such  Tramontanes,  and  fo 
reigners  to  the  faihion,  or  any  thing  in  practice  !  i  had  not 
patience  to  behold — I  undertook  the  modelling  of  one  of 
their  fronts,  the  more  modern  ftrudture 

Arum.  Blefs  me,  coufia,  why  would  you  affront  any 
body  fo  ?  They  might  be  gentlewomen  of  a  very  good 
family 

Bdin.  Of  a  very  ancient  one,  I  dare  fwear,  by  their 
drefs — Affront  !  Pfhaw,  how  you're  miftaken  !  The  poor 
creature,  1  warrant,  was  as  full  of  curtfies,  as  if  1  had 
teen  her  godmother  :  the  truth  on't  is,  1  did  endeavour  to 
make  her  look  like  a  Chriftian — and  fhe  was  fenfible  of 
it ;  for  (he  thank'd  me,  and  gave  me  two  apples,  pip'Dg 
hot,  out  of  her  under-petticoat-pocket — Ha,  ha,  ha!  And 

t'other  did  fo  flare  and  gape— 1  fancied  her  like  the 

front  of  her  father's  hall ;  her  ey«  were  the  two  jut- 
windows,  and  her  mouth  the  great  door,  moft  hofpitably 
kept  open,  for  the  entertainment  of  travelling  flies. 

Ai  am.  £o  then  ;  you  have  been  diverted.  What  did 
they  buy  ? 

Be  I'm.  Why,  the  father  bought  a  powder-horn,  and  an 
almanac,  and  a  comb-cafe  ;  the  mother,  a  great  fruz- 
tower,  and  a  fat  amber-aecklace  ;  the  daughters  only  tere 
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two  pair  of  kid-leather  gloves,  with  trying  'em   on Oh 

gad,  here  comes  \lie  fool  that  din'd  at  my  Lady  Fteelove'l 
t'other  day, 

SCENE       IX. 
{To  them']    Sir    JOSEPH    and    BLUFF. 

Aram.  May  be  he  may  not  know  us  again. 

Beliu.  We'll  pCit  on  our  mafks  to  fecure  his  ignorance. 

[They  put  en  their  mafks, 

Sir  Ji.  Nay,  gad,  I'll  pick  up;  I'm  refolv'd  to  make 
a  night  on't — I'll  go  to  Alderman  Fondlewifc  by  and  by, 
and  get  fifty  pieces  more  from  him.  Adllidikins,  Bully, 
we'll  wallow  in  wine  and  women.  Why,  this  lame  Ma- 

dera-wiue  has  made  me  as   light  as  a  grafhopper Hift, 

hift,  Bully,   doft  thou   fee  thole  tearers  ?  [Singi.]  Lett  you 

•what    here    is — Lo  k  you  -uh.l   here  is Toll— hi  I — deia—~ 

till— Ml — A  gad,  t'other  glafs  of  Madera,  and  I  durft 
have  attack'd  'em  in  my  own  proper  perlon,  without  your 
help.  • 

"Bluff.  Come  on  then,  knight  ••  But  d'ye  know  what 
to  fay  te  'em  ? 

Sir  Jr/.  say  :  pooh,  pox,  I've  enough  to  fay — never  fear 
it — that  is,  if  I  can  but  think  on't :  truth  is,  I  have  but  a 
treacherous  memory. 

Bd:,,.  O  frightful!  Coufin,  what  fliall  we  do?  Thefe 
things  come  towards  us. 

Aram.  No  matter 1  fee  Vainlove  coming  this  way 

' and,   to  confefs  my  failing,   I  am  willing  to   give  him 

an  opportunity  of  making  his  peace  with  me — and  to  rid 
me  of  thofe  coxcombs,  when  1  Item  opprcfVd  with  'enjs 
will  be  a  fair  one. 

Blvff.  Ladies,  by  thefe  hilts  you  are  well  met. 

Aram.  We  are  afraid  not. 

Bluff.  What  fays  my  pretty  little  knapfack  carrier  ? 

\Tt  Belinda, 
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/;».  O  monftrous  filthy  fellow!  Good  flovenly  cap 
tain  Huff,  Bluff,  (what  is  your  hideous  name  ?)  be  go.ie : 
you  (link  of  brandy  and  tobacco,  moft  foldier-like.  Poh. 

[Spits. 

'Bluff.  Now  am  I  flap  dafli  down  in  the  mouth,  and  have 

not  one  word  to  fay  !  [Afide. 

Aram.  1  hope  my  fool  has  not  confidence  enough  to  be 

troubleibme.  [dfide, 

Sir  Jo.  Hem  !   Pray,  Madam,  which  way's  the  wind  ? 

Arum.  A  pithy  queftion Have  you  fent  your  wits 

for  a  venture,  Sir,  that  you  enquire  ? 

t>ir  Jo.  Nay,  now  I'm  ia — I  can  prattle  like  a  vnagpye. 

[4/5*. 

SCENE       X. 
[T»  them]    SHARPER    and    VAINLOVE   at  ftme  dijlanc  e. 

Belin.  Dear  Araminta,  I'm  tir'd. 

Aram.  "fis  but  pulling  off  our  mafic?,  and  obliging 
Vainlove  to  know  us.  I'll  be  rid  of  my  fool  by  fair  mean-s 

Well,  Sir  Jofeph,  you  fha-ll  fee  my  face but, 

be  gone  immediately — I  fee  one  that  will  be  jealous,  to 
find  me  in  difcourfe  with  you — Be  difcreet — No  reply;  but 
away.  «  [Uxma/ki. 

Sir  Jo.  The  great  fortune,  that  dined  at  my  Lady  Free- 
love's  !  Sir  Jofeph,  thou  art  a  made  man.  Agad,  I'm  in 
love  up  to  the  ears.  But  I'll  be  difcreet  and  hufii'd.  [dfide* 

Bluf.  Nay,  by  the  world,  I'll  fee  your  face. 

Bd\n.  You  fhall.  [Unmajks. 

Sharp.  Ladies,  your  humble  fervant We  were  afraid 

you  would  not  have  given  us  leave  to  know  you. 

Aram.  We  thought  to  have  been  private — But  we  find 
fools  have  the  fame  advantage  over  a  face  in  a  mafk,  that 

a  coward  has,  while  the  fword  is  in  the  fcabbard :-o 

\vere  forced  to  draw  in  our  own  defence. 

Bin/.  My  blood  rifes  at  that  fellow  ;  1  can't  fray  where 
he  is ;  and  I  inuft  not  draw  in  the  park.  [To  Sir  Jofeph. 


T  H  E    O  L  D    B  A  C  H  E  L  O  R.  C<> 

Sir  Ja,  I  wifli  I  durft  ftay  to  let  her  know  my  lodging—* 

SCENE        XL 
ARAMINTA,    BELINDA,   VAINLOVE,    SHARPER. 

Mar  p.  There  is  in  true  beauty,  as  in  courage,  fomewhat, 

•which   narrow  fouls  cannot  dare  to  admire And  fee, 

the  owls  are  fled,  as  at  break  of  day. 

Be£n.  Very  courtly 1    believe,    Mr  Vainlove  has  not 

ruhb'd  his  eyes  fince  break  of  day  neither,  he  looks  as  if 
he  durft  not  approach — Nay,  come  coufia,  be  friends  with, 
him — I  fwear  he  looks  fo  very  fimply,  ha,  ha,  ha! — Well, 
a  lover  in  the  ftate  of  feparation  from  his  miftrefs,  is  like 
a  body  without  a  foul.  Mr  Vainlove,  fliall  1  be  bound 
for  your  good  behaviour  for  the  future  ? 

Vain.  Now  muft  I  pretend  ignorance  equal  to  hers,  of 
what  fhe  knows  as  well  as  I.  \_sljirte]  Men  are  apt  to  offend 

('tis  true)  where  they  find  moft  goodnels  to  frrgive • 

But,  Madam,  I  hope  I  fliall  prove  of  a  temper,  not  ta 
abufe  mercy,  by  committing  new  offences. 

Arim.  io  cold!  [djiJe. 

BdHn.  I  have   broke  tfce  ice  for  you,   Mr  Vainlove,  and 
fo  I  leave  you.     Come,  Mr  Sharper,  you  and  I  will  take  a 
turn,  and  laugh  at  the  vulgar — both  the  great  vulgar  and 
the  fmall — Oh  gad!  i  have  a  great  pailion  for  CowLcy 
——Don't  you  admire  him  ? 

Shaip.  Oh  Madam!  he  was  our  Englifh  Horace. 

Bclir.  Ah  fo  fine  !  So  extremely  fine  !  So  every  thing  in 
the  world  that  I  like — Oh  Lord,  walk  this  way — I  ice  ft 
couple,  I'll  give  you  their  hi  (lory. 

SCENE       XII. 
ARAMINTA,    VAINLOVE. 

Vain.  I  find,  Madam,  the  formality  of  the  law  muft  be 
obferv'dj  tho'  the  peualty  of  it  be  difpens'd  with  ;  and  an 
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elTender  muft  plead  to  his  arraignment,  though  he  ha»  hi* 
pardon  in  his  pocket. 

Aram.  I'm  amaz'd!  This  impudence  exceeds  t'other  ; — 
\vhoever  has  encourag'd  you  to  this  aflurance — prefuming 
upon  the  eafinefs  of  my  temper,  has  much  deceiv'd  you, 
and  fo  you  fhall  find. 

Vain.  Hey-day  L  Which  way  now  ?  Here's  fine  doubling. 

[4F*. 

Aram.  Bafe  man !  was  it  not  enough  to  affront  me  with 
your  faucy  paffion  ! 

Vain.  You  have  given  that  paffion  a  much  kinder  epithet 
than  faucy,  in  another  place. 

Aram,  Another  place!  fome  villainous  defign  to  blaft  my 
honour — Rut  tho'  thou  hadft  all  the  treachery  and  malice 
of  thy  fei,  thou  canll  not  lay  a  blemiih  on  my  fame — No, 
I  have  not  err'd  in  one  favourable  thought  of  mankind — 
How  time  jmight  have  deceiv'd  me  in  you,  I  know  not ; 
my  opinion  was  but  young,  and  your  early  bafentfs  has 
prevented  its  growing  to  a  wrong  belief — Unworthy,  and 
ungrateful !  be  gone,  and  never  fee  me  more. 

Vain.  Did  I  dream!  Or  do  I  dream  !  Shall  I  believe  my 
eyes,  or  cars !  The  vifion  is  here  ftill — Your  paffion,  Ma 
dam,  will  admit  of  no  farther  reafoniiig — But  here's  a  filcnt 
witnefs  of  your  acquaintance. 

[Takes  out  the  Idler,  and  cffen  it :  jke  fatttbtl  it,  and 
throws  it  a~way. 

Aram.  There's  poifon  in  every  thing  you  touch — bliflcrs 
•will  follow 

Vain.  That  tongue,  -which  denies  what  the  hands  have 
done. 

Aram.  Still  myftically  fenfelefa  and  impudent — I  find  I 
muft  leave  the  place. 

Vain.  No,  Madam,  I'm  gone — She  knows  her  name'* 
to  it,  which  Ihe  will  be  unwilling  to  expofe  to  the  cenfurc 
of  the  firfl  finder. 

Aram.  Woman's  cbftinacy  made  me  blind  to  what  wo 
man's  curiofity  now  tempts  me  to  fee.  [Tukes  uf  (be  letter. 
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SCENE       XIII. 
BELINDA,     SHARPER. 

"Belin.  Nay,  we  have  fpared  no-body,  I  fwear.  Mr 
Sharper,  you're  a  pure  man  ;  where  did  you  get  this  excel 
lent  talent  of  railing  ? 

Sharp.  Faith,  Madam,  the  talent  was  born  with  me  : — 
I  confefs,  1  have  taken  care  to  improve  it,  to  qualify  me 
for  the  fociety  of  ladies. 

Belin.  Nay,  fure  railing  is  the  beft  qualification  in  a  wo 
man's  man. 

SCENE       XIV. 
[To  them']    FOOTMAN. 

Sharp.  The  fecond  beft — indeed,  I  think. 

Belin.  How  now,  Pace  ?  Where's  my  coufin  ? 

Foot.  She's  not  very  well,  Madam,  and  has  /ent  to 
know  if  your  Ladyfliip  would  have  the  coach  come  again 
for  you  ? 

Belin.  O  Lord,  no,  I'll  go  along  with  her.  Come,  Mr 
Sharper. 

SCENE        XV. 
SCENE,   A  Chamber  in  Fondlewife'j  Hettfe. 

IAETITIA,  and  BEL LM OUR,   his  dike,  hat,  etc.  lying  Itjfe 
abwt  the  chamber. 

Bell.  Here's  no-body,  nor  no  upifc — 'twas  nothing  but 
your  fears. 

Laet.  1  durfl  have  fworn  I  had  heard  my  monfter'j 

yoice — I  fwear  I  was  heartily  frightened Feel  how  my 

heart  beats. 
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Sell.  'Tis  an  alarm  to  love Come  in  again,  and  let 


Fond,  •u'ithaut.']  Cocky,  Cocky,  where  are  you  Cocky  3 
I'm  come  home. 

Lact.  Ah  !  there  he  is.  Make  hafte,  gather  up  your 
things. 

F->n:l.  Cocky,  Cocky,  open  the  door. 

Pe.l.  Pox  choke  him,  would  his  horns  were  In  his  throat. 
My  patch,  my  patch. 

[Lotting  about,  and  gathering  up  bis  things. 

Lact.  My  jeMrel,  art  thou  there  ?  No  matter  for  your 
patch — You  s'anVtum  in,  Nykin — Run  into  my  chamber, 
quickly,  <juickly.  You  s'an't  turn  in. 

Fond.   Nay,  prithee,  dear,  i'feck  I'm  in  hafte. 

Lact.  Then  I'll  let  you  in.  [Opens  the  door. 

SCENE       XVI. 
L  A  E  T  I  T  I  A,     F  O  N  I)  L  E  W  I  F  E,     Sir    J  O  S  E  P  H. 

Fond.  Kifs,  dear — T  met  the  matter  of  the  fhip  by  the 

way And  I  muft  have  my  papers  of  accounts  out  i/f 

your  cabinet." 

Laet.   Oh,  I'm  undone  1  [dftde. 

Sir  J').  Pray,  firft  let  me  have  fifty  pound,  good  alder 
man,  for  I'm  in  hade. 

Fond.  A  hundred  has  already  been  paid,  by  your  order. 
Fifty  ?  I  have  the  fum  ready  in  gold  in  my  clofet. 

SCENE        XVII. 
LAETITIA,     Sir  JOSEPH. 

Sir  Jo.  Agad.  'tis  a  curious,  fine,  pretty  rogue  ;  I'll  fpeak 
to  her Pray,  Madam,  what  news  d'ye  hear  ? 

Lact.   Sir,  I  ieldom  ftir  abroad.       [Walks  about  in  diforder. 

sir  Ji.  I  wonder  at  that,   Madam,  for  'tis  molt  curious 
fine  weather. 
2 
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Lxt.  Methinks  'thas  been  very  ill  weather. 
Sir  Ji.  As  you  fay,  mat'.am,  'tis  pretty  bad  weather,  and 
Jsas  been  fo  a  great  \vhile. 

SCENE       XVIH. 
r_To  them]    FONDLEWiFE. 

Fanrl.  Here  are  fifty  pieces  in  this  purfe,  Sir  Jofcph — TF 
you  will  tarry  a  moment,  'till  1  fetch  my  papers,  I'll  wait 
upon  you  down  (lairs. 

L.(t.  Ruin'd,  part   redemption!    Wliar   {\\A\\  I  do? 

Ha!  this  fool  may  be  of  ufe.  \_AfiJc\  \_As  FoiKiie'.vife  is  going 
into  the  clamber,  Jbervris  to  S:r  Jofcph,  ithacft >fujbes  him  <:wi>, 
aid  cries  out.]  Stand  off,  rude  ruffian.  Help  me,  my  dear — 

0  blefs  me  !  why  will  you  leave  me  alone  with  fuch  a  fatyr  ? 
Fsnd.   Blefs  us  !   what's  the  matter?    what's  the  matter  ? 
L.tt.  Your  back  was  no  fooner  turn'd,    but  like    a  lion, 

he  came  open-mouth'd  upon  me,  and  would  have  raviiLcd 
a  kifs  from  me  by  main  force. 

Sir  Ji  O  Lord!  Oh  terrible  !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  is  your  wife 
mad,  alderman  ? 

L.tt,  Oh  !  I'm  fick  with  the  fright;  won't  you  take  him 
out  of  my  fight  ? 

Fond.  Oh  traitor  I  I'm  afloniflicd,  Oh  bloody-minded 
traitor  ! 

Sir  J.    Hey-day  !  Traitor  yourfclf — by  the  Lord   Harry 

1  was  in    mo(t  danger   of  being  ravilh'd,  if   you  go   to 
that. 

p'otJ.  Oh  how  the  blafphemous  wretch  fwcars  !  out  of 
my  houfe,  thou  fon  of  the  whore  of  Babylon  ;  offspring  of 
Bell  and  the  Dragon — Blefs  us!  raviili  my  wife.1  my 
Dinah  !  Oh  Shechemite  '  be  gone  I  fay. 

Sir  Jy.    Why,  the  devil  is  in  the  people,  I  think, 

SCENE        XIX. 
L  A  E  T  I  T  I  A,    F  O  N  D  L  E  W  I  F  E. 
Ltt.    Oh  !   won't  you  follow,  and  fee  him  out  of  doors, 
jny  dear  ? 

VOL.  I.  G 
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Fan3.  I'll  flint  the  door,  to  fecure  him  from  coming 

back Give  me  the  key  of  your  cabinet,  cocky, 

— Ravifh  my  wife  before  my  face  !  I  warrant  he's  a  papifl 
in  his  heart,  at  leaft,  if  not  a  Frenchman. 

Lti.  What  can  I  do  now!  [Aftde.]  Oh  my  dear,  I 
have  been  in  fuch  a  fright,  that  I  forgot  to  tell  you  poor 
Mr  Sp'ntext  has  a  fad  fit  of  the  colic,  and  is  forced  to  ly 

down  upon  our  bed You'll  diftuvb  him;  I  can  tread 

foftlier. 

Foiid.  Alack  poor  man no,  no — you  don't  know  the 

papers 1  won't  difturb  him  ;  give  me  the  key. 

[S/'f  givef  him  the  key,  goes  to  the  chamber  door,  and  fpcaks 
c.Ioudi 

L.tt.  'Tis  no-body  but  Mr  Pondlewife;  Mr  Spintext, 
ly  ftill  on  your  ftomach ;  lying  on  your  flomach  will  eafc 
you  of  the  colic. 

fund.  Ay,  ay,  ly  ftill,  ly  ftill;  don't  let  me  difturb 
you. 

SCENE       XX. 
L  A  E  T  I  T  I  A    alone. 

Let.  Sure,  when  he  does  not  fee  his  face,  he  won't 
dlfcover  him.  Dear  fortune,  help  me  but  this  once,  and 
I'll  never  run  into  thy  debt  again — But  this  opportunity  is 
the  devil. 

SCENE       XXI. 
FONDLEWIFE     returns  -'j'tli  p  ipcrs. 

Fond.   Good  lack  !    good  lack! 1   profefs,  the    poor 

man  is  in   great  torment,  he   lyes   as  Hat Dear,  you 

{hnuld  heat  a  trencher,  or  a  napkin Where's  Deborah! 

let  her  clap  Tome  warm  thing  to  his   ftomach,  or  chafe  it 

with  a  wavm  hand,  rather  tiian  fail.     What  book's  this  ? 

[S>-es  tfab'iok  that  Bellmour  ftryit. 

Ltt.  Mr  Spintext's  prayer-bjjk.  Dear — Pray  Heaven 
«  be  a  prayer  book  i  [dji'.'t* 
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Fond.  Good  man  !  I  warrant  he  dropped  it  on  purpofc, 
that  you  might  take  it  up  and  read  Tome  of  the  pious  e- 
jaculations,  [Tak'n.g  up  the  book.}  O  blifs  me!  O  monflrous! 
A  prayer-book!  Ay  this  is  the  devil's  Pater-Nofter  :  hold, 
let  me  fee,  1'he  innocent  adultery. 

L.v..    Misfortune  !  now  all's  ruin'd  again.  [.^/frY. 

Bell,  [pfcpiag-]  Damn'd  chance!  if  I  had  gone  a  \vhor- 
ing  with  the  Pruftite  of  Piety  in  my  pocket,  I  had  never 
been  difcove  red. 

F(j,id.  Adultery  and  innocent  !  O  Lord  !  Here's  doc 
trine  !  Ay  here's  difciplirve  ! 

Lst.  Dear  hufband,  I'm  amaz-'d  :  —  Sure  it  is  a  gocd 
book,  and  only  tends  to  the  fpeculation  of  fin. 

Fond.  Speculation  !  No,  no  ;  fomething  went  farther 
than  fpeculation  when  I  was  not  to  lie  kt  in—Where  is 
this  apocryphal  elder?  I'll  ferret  him. 

La.    I'm  fy  diflra&ed,  1  can't  think  of  a  lie.  [AfiJe. 


SCENE      XXII. 

I,  A  E  T  I  T  I  A,     an,!     FONDLE  WIFE,     h.tling      tat 
B  E  L  L  M  O  U  R. 

Fond.  Come  out  here,  tbou  Ananias  incarnate  —  Who, 
fcow  now  !  Who  have  we'herc  .' 

L*>.  Ha  !  [StyjYh,  asforpru'J. 

F'j-nd.  Oh,  thou  falacious  woman  !  am  I  then  brutified  ? 
Ay,  I  fed  it  here;  I  fprout,  I  bud,  I  blofTom,  I  am  ripe- 
born-mad.  Rut  who  in  the  devil's  name  are  you  :  mercy 
en  me  for  fweaiing!  But  ----- 

Ltt.  Oh,  goodnefs  keep  us  !  who's  this  ?  Who  arc 
you  ?  what  are  you  ? 

Bell.    Soli. 

I.f.'.    In  ;he  name  of  the  .......  O!   Good,   my  dear   don't 

come  near  it,  I'm  afraid  'tis  the  devil  ;  indeed  it  has  hoofs, 
d^tr. 

Fond.  Indeed,  and  T  have  horns,  dear.  The  devil,  no, 
Ian;  afraid,  'tis  the  ilcfh,  thou  harlot.  Dear,  with  »!.•• 
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pox.  Come,  firen,  fpeak,  confefs,  who  is  this  reverend, 
biuw.iy  paf:or  ? 

L&t.' Indeed,  and  Indeed,  now  my  dear  Nykin  •  I 

never  Taw  this  wicked  man  before. 

F •>:.'.  Ob,  it  is  a  man  then,  it  fecms. 

Lxt.  Rather,  fare  it  is  a  wolf  in  the  clothing  of  a  flieep. 

F.nti.  Thou  art  a  devil  in  his  proper  clothing,  woman's 
flcfh.  What,  you  know  nothing  of  him,  but  his  fleece 
here! You  don't  love  mutton! you  Mag 
dalen  i:nconferted. 

Bill.  Well,  now  I  know  my  cue That  is,  very 

honourably  to  excufe  her,  and  very  impudently  accrfe  my- 
fclf.  [,1jide. 

Lxf.  \VIiy  ilicn,  I  wiih  I  may  never  enter  into  the 
htnvcn  of  r'our  embraces  again,  my  dear,  if  ever  I  faw  his 
fare  before. 

Fmii.  O  Lord!  O  ftrange!  I  am  in  admiration  of  your 
impudence :  k>ok  at  him  a  little  better;  he  is  more  mo- 
«3eft,  I  \vairar.t  you,  than  to  deny  it.  Come,  were  you 
t\vo  never  face  to  ft'.ce  before?  >peak. 

Ik!:.  :.i.;cc  ;:U  ^t:f:ce  is  vain and  I  think  myfelf 

-.1  to  fpeak  the  truth  in  juftice  to  your  wife — No. 

F'jnJ.  Humph. 

L<t!.  NV.  iada-d,  dear. 

K,J.'.  Nay,  I  find  you  are  both  in  a  (lory;  that  I  muft 

cor.t'cfs.  But,  v/hat not  to  be  curad  of  the  colic? 

Don't  you  kno-.v  yoar  purie-.it,  Mrs  Q;iack  ?  Oh,  ly  upoa 
your  flomach;  lying  upon  your  ftomach  will  cure  you  of 
the  colic.  Ah!  Anfv/er  me,  Jezebel  ! 

L*t.  l.ct  the  wicked  man  anfwer  for  himfelf;  does  he 
tl.'a'-i  t!;at  1  liave  nothing  to  do  but  excufe  him  ?  'tis 
enough,  if  I  can  clear  my  own  innocence  to  my  own 
dear. 

Bell  By  my  troth,  and  fb  'tis 1  have  been  a 

little  too  backward,  that's  the  truth  on't. 

Fv.-J.  Cc»e,  Sir,  ivhj  are  you,  in  the  fivfl  F5:*CG  '•  Ar.4 
what  arc  y**  : 

£t\l,   A  whore-tnaflcr. 
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Foi.'/?.   Very  concife. 

L.rt.   O  benftly,  impudent  creature  I 

Fund.  Well,  Sir,  what  came  you  hither  for? 

75  //.   To  ly  with  your  wife. 

Fend.  Good  again  A  very  civil  perfon  this  is,  and 

I  believe  fpeaks  truth. 

L.ct.   Oli,  infupportable  impudence! 

Fond,   Well,  Sir, Pray  be  cover'd and  you  have 

Heh  !  you  have  finilh'd  the  matter,  heh  ?  and    I 

am,  as  I  fliould  be,  a  fort  of  a  civil  perquifite  to  a  whore- 
mafler,  call'd  a  cuckold,  heh  Is  it  not  fo  ?  come,  I'm  in 
clining  to  believe  every  word  you  fay 

£.//.  Why,  faith,   J  muft  confefs,  lo  I  defign'd  you 

But  you  were  a  little  unlucky  in  ccrniug  fo  ib(>n,  and  hin 
dered  the  making  of  your  own  fortune 

Fond.    Humph.     Nay,   if  you  mince  the  matter  oner, 
and  go  back  of  your  word,    you  are  not  the  perfon  J  took 

you   for:  come,  come,  go  on  boldly What,  don't 

be    afham'd    of  your    proftffion Coufefi,   confefs, 

I  fhalllovethee  the  better  for't 1  fhall.i'feck 

What,  dofl  think  I  don't  know  how  to  behave  myfelf  ia 
the  employment  of  a  cuckold,  and  have  been  three  years 
apprentice  to  matrimony  ?  come,  come,  plain-dealing  if  A 
jewel. 

Bell.  Well,  fince  I  fee  then  art  a  good  honeft  fellow,  I'll 
confefs  the  whole  matter  to  thee. 

Fond.  Oh,  I  am  a  very  honeft  fellow you  never 

Jay  with  an  honefler  man's  wife  in  your  life. 

Lxt.  How  my  heart  akes  !  All  my  comfort  lyes-  in  his 
impudence,  and  heaven  be  prais'd,  he  has  a  coniiderahlo 
portion.  \_Afu'e. 
Bc!l.  In  fliort  then,  T  was  inform'd  of  the  opportunity 
of  your  abfencc,  by  my  fpy,  (for  faith,  honefl.  I  fa  ic,  t 
have  a  long  time  dcfjgn'd  thee  this  favour)  :  I  know  Spin- 
text  was  to  come  by  your  direction. But  J  laid  a 

trap  for   hiui,  and    procured  big  habit;  in  which  1  pafs'd, 
upon  your  fervants,and  was  conduced  hither.    J  pretend- 
cd  a  fit  of  the  colie,  to  excufc  my  tying  do.ua  upon  yous 
G3 
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t>cd;  hoping  that  when  lie  heard  of  it,  her  good  nature 
•would  bring  her  to  adminifter  remedies  for  ir.y  diftcmper. 
—  You  know  what  might  have  followed.  —  But  like  an  un 
civil  peiTon,  you  knock'd  at  the  door,  before  your  wife  was 
come  to  me. 

'Fcr.i<.  Ha!  this  is  apocryphal;  I  may  choofe  whether 
I  will  believe  it  or  no. 

"Bell.  That  you  mar,  faith,  and  I  hope  you  won't,  be 
lieve  a  word  on't  -  But  I  can't  help  telling  the  truth,  for 
my  life. 

Fond.  HOT/!  wou'd  not  you  have  me  believe  you,  fay? 
you  ? 

Etll.  No;  for  then  you  mufl  of  confequence  part  with- 
your  wife,  and  there  will  be  fome  hopes  of  having  her 
upon  the  public;  thsn  the  encouragement  of  a  fcparata 
xnaiutakiance  — 

Mad.  No,  no,  for  that  matter,  —  when  fhe  and  I  part,. 
fhe'il  carry  her  ft-parate  maintainance  about  her. 

L.tt  Ah,  cruel  dear,  how  can  you  be  fo  barbarous  ? 
You'll  brejik  my  heart,  if  you  talk  of  parting.  [C;/V;» 

F  •  ;!.  Ah,  difiemhling  vermin! 

B;/7.  How  can'ft  thou  be  To  cruel,  Ifaae  ?  Thou  haft  the- 
heart  of  a  mountain-tiger.  By  the  faith  of  a  iinrere  finner, 
flic's  innocent  for  me.  Go  to  him,  Madam,  fling  your 
fnowy  arms  about  his  ftubborn  neck;  bathe  his  relentlefs 
faec  in  your  fait  trickling  tears 


t-  jc«  and  tangs  ufcr.  m  neck,  and  kUfcs  Vim  ; 

f'jjfi  ke?  1'iirifi  It  kind  P\'»(!Jcv>ije's  back. 

So,  a  few  foft  words,  and  a  kifs,  and  the  good  man  melts. 
5te  how  kind  nature  works,  and  boils  over  in  him. 

Lst.  Indeed,  my  dear,  I  was  but  juft  come  down  ftairs 
v.-hen  you  knock'd  at  the  door,  and  the  maid  told  me  Mr 
Jpintext  was  ill  of  the  colic,  upon  our  bed.  And  won't 
TOU  fpeak  to  me,  cruel  Nykin  :  indeed,  I'll  die,  if  you 
tjon't. 

f'j'-.i.  Ah,  no,  no,  I  cannot  fper.k,  my  heart's  fo  full  — 
1  have  been  a  tender  hufband,  a  tender  yoke-fellow;  you 
tiiO'-v  I  have—  But  thou  haft  been  a  faithlefs  Da'ilah,  ao/1 
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the  Philiftines Hch!  art  thou  not  vile  and  unclean  ? 

Heh!  fpeak.  \lVccfing* 

/,.«/.  No — h.  [%'•''"£• 

Find.  Oh,  that  I  could  believe  thec  ! 

Lst.  Oh,  my  heart  will  break.  [Seeming  f>  faii.t* 

Fond.  Hch  how!  Ko,  ftay,  flay,  I  will  believe  thec,  I 
will. — Pray  bend  her  forward,  Sir. 

L.tt.  Oh1    uh!  where  is  my  dear! 

Fond.  Here,  here,  I  do  believe  thce. 1  won't  be 
lieve  my  own  eye*. 

Bal.  For  my  part,  I  am  fo  charm'd  with  the  love  of 
your  turtle  to  you,  that  I'll  go  and  fblicit  matrimony  with 
all  ray  might  and  main. 

Fond,  Well,  well,  Sir;  as  long  as  I  believe  it,  'tis  well 

enough.  No  thanks  to  jou,  Sir,  for  her  virtue. But 

I'll  fliew  you  the  way  out  of  my  houfe,  if  you  pleafe.  Come,, 
my  dear.  Nay,  1  will  believe  tute,  I  do,  i'fcck. 

£i'l.  See  the  great  bleflingflf  an  eafy  faith;  opinion  canr 
not  err. 

No  hufband  by  his  wife  can  be  deceiv'«l; 
She  is  flill  virtuous,  if  die's  fo  belie v'd. 


AC  TV.        SCENEL 

S    C     E     N     E,    The  Strett. 


B  E  L  L  M  O  U  R  in  nfji-ittc  habit,  SETTER, 
W  E  U  L,    LUCY. 


BE  LLMOU?. 

C  E  T  T  T  ER !  well  encounter'd. 

Setter.  Joy  of  your  return,    Sir.     Have  you  made  a 
good  voyage  ?  or  have  you  brought  your  own  lading  buck? 
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Bill.  No,  I  have  brought  nothing  but  ballaft  bacTc — 

made  a  delicious  voyage,  Setter;  and  might  have  rode  at 
anchor  in  the  port  'till  this  time,  but  the  enemy  liirpriz'd 
us J  would  unrig. 

Setter.  I  attend  you,  Sir. 

Belt.  Hal  is  not  that  Hearnvell  at  Silvia's  door?  Be 

gone  quickly,  I'll  follow  you  : 1  would  uot  be  known* 

i'oi  take  'cm,  they  fland  juft  in  my  way. 

SCENE       II. 

BELL  M  OUR,    HEART  WELL,    LUCY. 

Heart,  I'm  impatient  'till  it  be  done. 

Lucy.  That  may  be,  without  troubling  yourfelf  to  go 
again  for  your  brother's  chaplain.  Don't  you  fee  that 
ftalking  form  of  Godlinefs? 

Heart.  O  ay,  he's  IT  fanatic. 

Lufy.  An  executioner  qualified  to  do  your  bufinefs  :  he 
has  been  lawfully  ordain  d. 

Heart.  I'll  pay  him  well  if  you'll  break  the  m;;ttsr  to 
him. 

Lucj.  I  warrant  you  •  Do  you  go  and  prepare  your 
bride. 

SCENE       HI. 

B  F,  L  L  M  O  U  R,    LUCY. 

25J/.  Humph,  fits  the  wind  there  ? What  a  lucky 

jogue  am  I  !    Oh,  what  (port  will  be  here,  if  1  can  periuadc 
this,  wench  to  fecrcfy  ? 

I.IKI.  tir;  reverend  Sir. 

Bc/L  Madam.  [D'fcovers  himfetf, 

L ••<••..  Now,  goodnefs  have  mercy  upon  me  i  Mr  Bell- 
xnour  ?  is  it  you  ? 

£;./.  I-ven  i  :   What  doll  think? 

Lt<c/.  Think!  that   !  Ihcu  d.  not  believe  my  eyes,  and 
that  you  are  not  what  you  item  to  be. 
- 
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Bill.  True.  But  to  convince  thee  who  I  am,  thou 
know'ltmy  old  token.  [k(//e*  h:r. 

Lucy.  Nay,  Mr  Btllmoiu- :  O  Lard!  I  believe  you  arc  a. 
par  foil  in  gcxid  earnell,  you  kifs  fo^  devoutly. 

£efl.  Well,  your  buiinels  with  me,  Lucy  ? 

Lacy.  I  had  none,  but  through  miilaite. 

Hell.  Which  mittakc  you  mult  go  through  with,  Lucy 
• — Come,  1  know  the  intrigue  between  :;eartwell  and  your 
mi  lire  ft  ;  and  you  miltook  me  for  Tribulation  Spintext,  to 

marry  'em — Ha  :  are  not  matters  in  this   pofture  ? • 

Confefs  ;    come,   I'll  be  faithful,  J  will  i'raith. What, 

dilTide  in  me,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  Alas-a-day!  you  and  ?vlr  Vainlove,   between  you, 
have  ruin'd  my   poor  miftrefs  ;  you   have  made  a  gap   irt< 
her  reputation  ;  and  can   you  blame  her  if  the  make  it  up 
vith  a  hulband  ? 

£i-U.   Well,  is  it  as  I  fay  ? 

Lucy.  Wellj  it  is  then;  but  you'll  be  fccrct  ? 

Eell.  Phuh,  feeret,  ay  : — And  to  be  out  of  thy  debt,  I'll 
trull  thee  with  another  lecret.  Your  miltreis  muft  not 
marry  Heartwcll,  Lucy. 

L;:cy.  How!  O  Lord! < 

Bill.   Nay,  don't  be  in  a  paffion,   Lucy; — I'll  provide  a 

fitter  hufband  for  her. Come,  here's  earned  of  my  good 

intention?  for  thee  too;  let  this  mollify. ['Jives  kef 

nohey.]  Look  you,  tieartwell  is  my  friend  ;  and  tho'  he  be 
blind,  1  mu(t  not  lie  him  fall  into  the  ihare.aud  wittingly 
mari-y  a.  whore. 

L'<cy.  Whore !  I'd  have  you  to  know  my  miftrefs 
fcorns 

UtiL  Nay,  nay  ;   look  you,   Lucy,  there  are   whores  of 

as  g->od  quality. *-But  to  the  purpofe,  if  you  will  give 

me  leave  to  acquaint  you  with  it Do  you  carry  ou  the 

miflalte  of  me  :  I'll  marry  'tm  — Nay,  don't  pauJe  ;— 
If  you  do,  I'll  fpoil  all. — 1  have  fome  reafons  for  what 
I  do,  which  I'll  tell  you  within. — In  the  mean  time,  I 
promifc, — and  rely  upon  me, — to  help  your  miitrefs  to-  » 
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hufband  :  Nay,  and  thee  too,  Lucy. — Htre's  my  hand, 

1  will,  with  a  frefli  affurauce. 

[Gives  her  more  money. 

Lacy.  Ah,    the  devil  is  not  fo  cunning "You   know 

my  eafy  nature Well,  for  once  I'll  venture  toferve  you  ; 

but  if  you  deceive  me,  the  curfe  of  all  kind,  tender-heart 
ed  women  \\»ht  upon  you. 

Bill.  That's  as-  much  a»  to  fay,  "  The  pox  take  me." — 
Well,  lead  on. 

SCENE       IV. 
VAINLOVE,      SHARPER,      anl      SETTER. 

Sharp.  Juft  now,  fay  you,  gone  in  with  Lucy  ? 

Setter.  1  faw  Irim,  Sir,  and  flood  at  the  corner  where  you 
found  me,  and  overheard  all  they  (aid  :  Mr  Bellmour  is  to 
marry  'em. 

Sharp.      FTa,    ha;  'twill    be  a  plcafanl  cheat I'll 

plague  Heartwell  when  I  fee  him.  Pr'ythee,  Frank,  let's 
fe-ize  him  ;  make  him  fret  'till  he  foam  at  the  mouth,  and 
difgorgj  his  matrimonial  oath  with  interefl — Come,  thou'rt 
Dm  fry 

Setter.  /Sharper.]  Sir,  a  wordtvuh-you.     [Wvifperi  llm. 

Viiin.   Sharper  f wears  flie   has  forfworn  the  letter 

I'm  fure  he  tells  me  truth but  I  am  not  fure  fhe  told 

him    truth Yet    flic    was    unaffectedly  concern 'd,    he 

fays,  and  often  blufh'd  with  anger  and  furprize : And 

fo  I  remember  in  the  park -he  had  reafon,   if  I  wrong 

her 1  begin  to  doubt. 

Sh*rp.  Say'ff  thou  fa? 

Siit'r.  This  afternoon,  Sir,  about  an  hour  before  rny 
Diafler  rectiv'd  the  letter. 

Sh:i>f>.   In  my  confcience,   like  enough. 

Setter.  Ay,  I  know  her,  Sir;  at  lead,  I'm  fure  1  can 
fill  it  out  of  her  :  fhe's  the  very  fluice  to  her  lady's  fe- 
crtts  :  'tis  but  fetting  her  mill  a-going,  and  J  can  drain  her 
of  'em  all. 

Skr.r*.  Here,  Frank,  your  bhoixl-h^imd  l"-as  made  out 
the  fault :  this  Utter,  that  fo  flicks  in  thy  maw,  13  coua- 
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terfcit ;  only  a  trick  of  Silvia  in  revenge,  contriv'd  by 
Lucy. 

Va>n.   Ha  !   it   has   a  colour — But   how  do  you  know  it 
firrah  ? 

Sitter.  I  do  fufped:  as  much  ; becaufe  why,  Sir — 

She  was  pumping  me  about  how  your  Worfhip's  af 
fairs  flood  towards  Madam  Araminta;  as  when  you  had 
her  lad  ?  when  you  were  to  fee  her  next  ?  and  where  you 
were  to  be  found  at  that  time?  and  fuch  like. 

Vain.  And  where  did  you  tell  her  ? 

St-lter.   In  the  Piazza. 

Vain.  There  I  recciv'd  the  letter It  muft  be  fo 

And  why  did  you  not  find  me  out,  to  tell  me  this  before, 
Sot  ? 

Si-tier.  Sir,   I  was  pimping  for  Mr  Bellmour. 

Sksrp.  You  were  well  employ 'd  : 1  think  there  is  no 

objection  to  the  excufe. 

)  'ali.  Pox  o'  my  faucy  credulity. If  I  have  loft  her,  I 

.dcferve  it.  But  if  confeilion  and  repentance  be  of  force 
I'll  win  her,  or  weary  her  into  a  forgivenefs. 

Sharp.  Methinks  I  long  to  fee  Bellmour  come  forth. 

SCENE       V. 
SHARPER,     BELLMOUR,    SETTER. 

•Setter.  Talk  of  the  devil See  where  he  comes. 

Slurp.  Hugging  himfelf  on    his   profperous  mifchief 

No  real  fanatic  can  look  better  pleas'd  after  a  fuccefsful 
fermon  of  (edition. 

Bell    Sharper !  Fortify  thy   fpleen  :  fuch  a  jeft !   Speak 
when  thou  art  ready. 

Sharp.  Now,  were  I  ill-natur'd,  I  would  utterly  difap- 
point  thy  ruirth  :  hear  thee  tell  thy  mighty  jeft  with  as 
much  gravity  as  a  bifhop  hears  venereal  caufes  in  the  fpi- 
citual  court :  not  fo  much  as  wrinkle  my  face  with  one 
fmile;  bu1  let  thee  look  fimply,  and  laugh  by  thyfelf. 
Rell.  Pfhaw,  no  ;  I  have  a  better  opinion  of  thy  wit 

. — Gad,  I  defy  tb.ee 

Sharp.  Were  it   not  lofs  of  time,  you  iliould  make  the 
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experiment  But  honeft  Setter,  here,  overheard  you  with 
Lucy,  and  has  told  me  all. 

Bell-  Nay,  then,  I  thank  thee  for  not  putting  me  out  of 
countennnce.  Rut,  to  tell  you  fomethmg  you  don't  know 

1  got  an  opportunity  (after  I  had  marrk-d  'em)  of  dif- 

covering  the  cheat  to  Silvia.  She  took  it  at  iirft,  as  an 
other  woman  would  the  like  difappointment :  but  my  pro- 
mife  to  make  her  amends  quickly  with  another  hufoaud, 
•fomewhat  pacify 'd  her. 

Slurp.  But  how  the  devil  do  you  think  to  acquit  your- 
felf  of  your  promlfe  :  Will  you  marry  her  yourfelf  ? 

Bell.  I  have  no  fuch  intentions  at  prcft-nt Pr'ythee, 

wilt  thou  think  a  little  for  me  :  I  am  [lure  the  ingenious 
Mr  Setter  will  a  (lift. 

Setter    O  Lord,    Mr.     , 

£ell.  I'll  leave  him  with  you,   and  go  fliift  my  habit. 

SCENE       VI. 

SHARPER,     SETTER,     Sir    JOSEPH,     ,r,id    BLUFF. 

Shirp.  Iieh  !  Sure,  fortune  has  lent  this  fool  hither  on 
purpofe.  Setter,  ftand  clofc;  feem  not  to  obfcrvc  'em. 
and,  hark  ye Ifpers. 

fi.ff.  Fear  him  not 1  am  prepar'd  for  him  now- 

and  he  ihall.find  he  might  have  fafer  rous'd  a  flceping  lion. 

kit:  Ji.  Hutli,  hulli  :  don't  you  fee  him  ? 

r>'nlf.  Shew  him  to  me Where  is  he  ? 

Sir  J'J.  Nay,  don't  fpeak  fo  loud 1  don't  jeft,  as  I 

did  a  little  while  ago Look  yonder Agad,  if  he 

fliould  hear  the  lion  roar,  he'd  cudgel  him  into  an  aTs,  and 
his  primitive  braying.  Don't  you  remtmber  the  ftory  in 
TFJop's  fables,  Bully?  A  gad,  there  a;e  goud  morals  to 
be  pick'd  out  of  jSLfop's,  fables,  let  me  tell  you  that ;  and 
Reiiard  the  fox  too. 

Jj'nf.  Dainn  your  morals. 

Sir   "'Jo.  Pr'ythee,  don't  fpeak  fo  loud. 

/>'•/.  Damn  your  morals ;  I  mult  revenge  th*  affront 
douc  to  mine  honour.  \_Lu  a  low  vuice. 

j, 
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"Sir  Jo.  Ay;  do,  do,  Captain,  if  you  think  fining » 

You  may  difpofe  of  your  own  flefh  as   you  think  fitting, 

d'ye  fee: Gut  by  the  Lord  Harry,   I'll  leave  you. 

[Stealing  aieay  upon  his  tip-tjss. 

Blujf.  Prodigious  !  What,  will  you  for  fake  your  friend 
in  extremity  !  You  can't  in  honour  refufe  to  carry  him  a 
challenge.  [Altio/1  it'h'fpering,  and  treading  foftly  after  him. 

Sir  Jo.  Pr'ythee,  what  do  you  fee  in  my  face,  that  looks 
as  if  I  would  carry  a  challenge  ?  Hon<9ftr  is  your  province, 

•Captain  :  take  it 'All  the  world  kuow  me  to  be  a 

knight,  and  a  man  of  worfliip. 

Setter.  I  warrant  you.  Sir,  I'm  inftru&ed. 

Sharp.  Impotable!  Araminta  take  a  liking  to  a  fool ! 

Setter.  Her  head  runs  on  nothing  elfe,  nor  flic  can  talk 
•of  nothing  elfe. 

Sharp.  I  know  flie  commended  him  all  the  while  we 
were  in  the  park ;  but  thought  it  had  been  only  to  make 
Vainlove  jealous  , 

Sir  Jo.  How's  this  ?  Good  Bully,  hold  your  breath,  and 
let'*  hearken.  A  gad,  this  muft  b'e  I. 

Sharp.    Death,   it  can't  be — An  oaf,  an  ideot,  a  witta?. 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  now  it's  out ;  'tis  I,  my  own  individual 
perfon. 

Sharp.  A  wretch,  that  has  flown  for  fhelter  to  the  lowed 
flirub  of  mankind,  and  leeks  protection  from  a  Waited 
coward. 

Sir  Jo.  That's  you,  Bully  back. 

[BluiT/row»r  upr-n  Sir  Jofeph. 

Sharp.  She  has  given  Vainlove  her  promife  to  marry  him 
before  to-morrow  morning — Has  flic  not  ?  [To  Setter 

Setter.  She  has,  Sir; — And  I  have  it  in  charge  to  attend 
her  all  this  evening,  in -order  to  conduct  her  to  the  place 
appointed. 

Sharp.  Well,  I'll  go  and  inform  your  mafter ;  and  do 
you  prefs  her  to  make  all  the  halte  imaginable. 

VOL.  I.  H 
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SCENE      Vlf. 
SETTER,     Sir    JOSEPH,     BLUFF. 

Seller.  Were  I  a  rogue  now,  what  a  noble  prize  could  I 
-clifpofe  of!  A  goodly  pinnace,  richly  laden,  and  to  launch 
forth  under  my  aufpicious  convoy.  Twelve  thoufand 
pounds,  and  all  hev  rigging;  befides  what  ly.es  concealed 

under   hatches ••Ha !   all   this    committed  to  my   care! 

A  vaunt  temptation — Setter,  fliew  thyfelf  a  perfon  of 

•worth;  be  true  to  thy  truft,  and  be  reputed  honefl.  Re 
puted  honeft,!  Kum  :  Is  that  all  ?  Ay  :  for  to  be  honeft  is 
nothing;  the  reputation  of  it  is  all.  Reputation!  what 
have  fuch  poor  rogues  as  I  to  do  with  reputation  ?  '.tis 
above  us  ;  and  for  men  of  quality,  they  are  above  it ;  fo 
that  reputation  is  e'eii  as  fooli-fh  .a  thing  as  hoaefty.  And 
for  my  part,  if  I  meet  Sir  Jofeph  with  a  purfe  of  gold  ia 
tis  hand,  I'll  dilpofc  of  mine  to  the  beft  advantage. 

Sir  Jo.  lleh,  heh,  heh  :  here  'tis  for  you,   i'iaith,  Mr 

Setter.     Nay,  I'll  take  you  at  your  word.  [Chinking  a  furfe- 

'Si'lter.  Sir  Jofeph  and  the  Captain  too!  undone, undone! 

T'm  undone,  my  mafler's  undone,  my  lady's  undone,  and 

all  the  biin-nefs  is  undone. 

Sir  Jo.  No,  .BO,  .never  fear,  man,  the  lady's  bufinefs 
{hall  be  done.  What— —Come,  Mr  Setter,  I  have  over- 
Jieardail,  and. to  fpeak.  is  but  lofs  of  time;  but  if  there 
be  occafion,  let  tliefc  worthy  gentlcmtn  intercede  for  me. 

[Gives  him  gdi. 

Seller    O    Lord,    Sir,    what  <Tye  mean  ?    Corrupt    my 

honefly — . —They  have  indeed  very  perfuading  faces. 

But 

sir  Jo.  'Tis  too  -little,  there's  mote,  man.     There  take 

Sitter.  \Vcll,  ^ir  J'>fcr)h,  you  have  fuch  a  winning  way 

\vith  you 

Sir  Jo.    And  how,  and  how,  good  Setter,  did  the  little 

rogue  look,    when  flie  talk'd  of   .^ir  Jofeph  ?  .Did  not  her 

.  jcyes  twinkle,  and  her  rru.uth  water?  Did  riot  fl-c  pull  up 

ht  r  iutle  bubbie? :  Ar.tl — A  gad,  I  am  fo  overjoy '4— 

t 
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ftroke  down  her  btlly  ?  and  then  ftep  afidc  to  tic  her  gar 
ter,  when  flie  was  thinking  of  her  love  ?  J-Jeh,  Sc'lter  .? 

Setter.  Oh,  yes,  Sir 

Sir  Jo.  How  now,  Bully?  What,  melancholy,  becaufc 
Tin  in  the  lady's  favour?  -  No  matter,  I'll  make  your 
peace  -  1  know  they  were  a  litrle  frhart  upon  you  —  Bui' 
I  warrant,  I'll  bring  you  into  the  lady's  good  graces. 

Bin/.  Plhavr,  I  have  petitions  to  Ihew  from  otiier-gucfs 
toys  than  fhe.  Look  here  ;  thcfc  were  fcnt  me  this  morn 
ing.  There,  read.  [S/wwj-  letters.]  That—  —  That's 
a  fcrawl  of  quality.  Here,  here's  from  a  Countefs  too. 
Hum  —  No,  hold  -  that's  from  a  kuight?s  wife,  iLe  ient 
it  me  by  her  hufband  -  -Liut  here,  both  thele  are  froul 
perfons  of  great  quality. 

Sir  'Jo.  They  are  either  from  perfons  of  great  quality, 
«r  no  quality  at  all,  'tis  fuch  a  damn'd  ugly  hand. 

\}Vhde  Sir  Jofeph  rea.is,  Bluff  ivb'.fpers  Setter. 

Setter.  Caprain,  1  would  do  any  thing  to  ftrve  you^  but 
tliis  is  lo  diflicult  -  - 


Not  at  all.    Don't  I  know  him  ? 
Suiter.  You'll  rememiier  the  conditions  ?  —  — 
Bl»f.  I'll  give  it  you  under  my  hand  —  in  the  mean  time, 

here's  tarneft.     [G'jvt'j  him  money.]  Come,  knight,  -  I'm 

capitulating  with  Mr  Setter  for  you. 

Sir  J,.  Ah,  honeft   Setter  ;  Sirrah,    I'll  give  thee  any 

thing  but  a  night's  lodging. 

SCENE       VI  IT. 
SHARPER    tagsiae    in    H  E  A  R  T  W  E  L'  L. 

Sharp.  Nay,  pr'ythee  leave  railing,  atid  come  along  with 
me:  may  be  ihe  mayn't  be  within.  'Tis  but  to  yucd? 
corner-houfe. 

Heart.  Whither?  Whither?  Which  corner-houfe? 

Sharp.  Why,  there  :  the  two  white  poits. 

titan.  And  who  would  you  vifit  there,  fay  you  ?  (Oons, 
how  my  heart  akes  !) 

Sjiarg*..  jfiiiaw,  thou'rt  fo  troublsfome  and  inquifitivc— 
H  * 
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Why,  I'll  tell  you,  'tis  a  young  creature  that  Vainiore 
debauch'd,  and  ha*  forfaken.  Did  you  never  hear  Bell- 
mcur  chide  him  about  Silvia  ? 

Heart.  Death,  and  hell,  and  marriage!  My  wife!   [Stjide. 

Sharp.  Wl.y  thou  art  as  mufty  as  a  new  marry 'd  rnan} 
that  had  found  his  wife  knowing  the  rirft  night. 

Heart.  Hell  and  the  devil!  does  he  know  it  ?   But  held 

If  he  llould  not,  I  were  a  fool  to  difcover   it I'll 

difJtmble,  and  try  him.  [<ip.ce^\  1'a,  ha,  ha:  Why,  Tom, 
is  that  fuch  an  occafion  ot  melancholy  •  Is  it  Inch  an  un 
common  mifchief  ? 

tbarp.  No,  faith  ;   I  believe  not. Few  women,  but 

have  their  year  of  probation,  beiore  they  are  ch  ifter  d  in 
the  narrow  joys  of  wedlock.  But,  pr'ythee  come  along  withy 
me,  or  I  U  go  and  have  the  lady  to  myfeif.  B'w'y  George. 

[Going, 

Heart.  O  torture!  how  he  racks   and  tears  me! 

Death!  fhal!  I  own  my  iliame,  or  wittingly  let  him  go  and 
•whore  ir;y  wife  3  no,  that's  insupportable — Oh,  sharper! 

Sharp.  How  now  ? 

Heart.  Oh,  I  am — marry 'd. 

Sharp.  (Now  hold  fpleen.)  Marry'd! 

Heart.  Certainly,  irrecoverably  marry'd. 

Sharp,  heav'n  forbid,  man!  how  long? 

Hecrt.  Oh,  an  age,  an  age !  I  have  been  married  thefe 
two  hours. 

Sharp.  My  old  bachelor  marry'd  !  That  were  a  jeft.  Ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Heart.  Death!  d'ye  mork  me!  Hark  ye,  if  you  either 
cfteem  my  friendihip,  rr  your  own  fafety — C;  me  net  near 
that  houfe — that  corner-houfe — that  hot  brothel :  aflc  no 
qutftions. 

Shop.  Mad,  by  this  light. 

Thus  gr*J  ftill  treads  upon  the  heels  of  pleafure; 
Marry'd  in  hade,  \ve  may  repent  at  leifure. 
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SCENE      IX. 

SHARPER,    SETTER. 

Setter.  Some  by  experience  find  thofe  words  mifplac'd: 

At  leifure  marry'd,  they  repent  in  hatte. 
As  I  fuppofe  may  matte*  rieartwellv 

Sharp.  Were  again,  my  Mercury  ? 

Setter.  Sublimate,  if  you  pleafe,  Sir :  I  think  my  at- 
chicvements  do  defeive  the  epithet — Mercury  was  a  pimp 
too  ;  but  though  1  blulh  to  own  it,  at  this  time,  I  muft 
conftfs  1  am  lumewhat  fall'n  from  the  dignity  of  my  func 
tion,  and  do  condescend  to  be  icandalouily  employ 'd  in  the 
promotion  of  vulgar  matrimony. 

Sharp.  As  how,  dear  dexterous  pimp  ? 

Sitter.  Why,  to  be  brief,  for  1  have  weighty  affairs  tie- 
pending Our  ilratagem  lucceeded  as  you  intended 

JJluff  turns  arrant  traitor;  bribes  me  to  make  a  private, 
conveyance  of  the  lady  to  kirn,  and  put  a  fham  icttlemeut 
upon  Sir  Jofeph. 

Shaip.  O  rogue  !  well,  but  I  hope 

Setter.  No,  no;  never  fear  me,  air  I  privately  ia- 
form'd  the  knight  of  the  treachery  ;  who  has  agreed,  ieem- 
ingly  to  be  cheated,  that  the  Captain  may  be  ib  in  jeality. 

Sharp.  Where  s  the  bride  : 

Setter.  Shifting  clothes  tor  the  purpofe  at  a  friend's  houfe 
of  mine  Here's  company  coming;  if  you'll  walk  this 
way,  air,  I'll  tell  you. 

S     C     E*  N     E       X. 

BELLMOUR,    BELINDA,    A  R  A  M  I  N  T  A  and 
V  A  I  N  L  O  VE. 

Vain.  Oh,  'twas  frenzy  all !  cannot  you  forgive  it  ? . 

|pen  in  madnefs  have  a  title  to  jour  pity.  [To  Araminta. 

Aram.  Which  they  forfeit,  when  they  are  reftor'd 

to  their  fenfes. 

Vain.  I  am  not  preAiTiiug  beyond  a  pardon. 

tdt^m.  You  v.iio  cou'd  reproach  me  with  one  counter- 
U  3 
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feif,  how  infolent  would  a  real  pardon  make  you  f  bat 
there's  no  need  to  forgive  what  is  not  worth  my  anger. 

Bel '  n  O'  my  confcience,  I  cou*d  find  in  my  heart  t» 
marry  thee,  purely  to  be  rid  of  thee — at  leaft  thou  art  fo> 
troublcfome  a  lover,  there's  hopes  thou'lt  make  a  more 
than  ordinary  quiet  hufband.  [To  Bellmour. 

Bell.  Say  you  fo  ?   Is  that  a  maxim  among  you. 

Bi  I'm.  Yes ;  you  fluttering  men  of  the  mode  have  made 
marriage  a  mere  difh. 

Bi'fl.  I  hope  there's  no  French  fauce.  [/IJide. 

Bdin.  You  are  fo  curious  in  the  preparation  ;  that  is, 
your  courtfliip,  one  would  think  you  meant  a  noble  enter 
tainment  ;  but  when  we  come  to  feed,  'tis  all  froth,  and 
poor,  but  in  fliow  ;  nay,  often  only  remains  which  have 
been  I  know  not  how  many  times  warmed  for  other  com 
pany,  and  at  lafl  ferv'd  up  cold  to  the  wife. 

Bel!.  That  were  a  miferable  wretch  indeed,  who  could: 
not  afford  one  warm  diih  for  the  wife  of  his  bofom— — 
Bat  you  timorous  virgins  form  a  dreadful  chimera  of  at 
hufband,  as  of  a  creature  contrary  to  that  foft,  humble, 
pliant,  eafy  thing,  a  lover  ;  fo  guefs  at  plagues  in  matri 
mony,  in  oppofition  to  the  pkafures  of  courtfliip.  Alas  f 
courtfhip  to  marriage,  is  but  as  the  muiic  in  the  play- 
houfc  till  the  curtain's  drawn;  but  that  once  up,  thea 
opens  the  fcene  of  pleasure. 

Bcl'tn.  Oh,  foh,  no  ;  rather  ccurtfhfp  to  marriage  is  as  a 
Ttry  witty  prologue  to  a  very  dull  play. 

SCENE      XI. 
[r»  thtml    SHARPER. 

Slarp.  Rift,  Bcllmour;  if  you'll  bring  the  ladies,  make 
ha(l«  to  silvia's  lodgings,  before  Hcartwell  has  fretted 
himfelf  out  of  breath 

B-.lh  You  have  an  opportunity  now,  Madam,  to  revenge 
yourfelf  upon  Heartwell,  for  affronting  your  fquirrd. 

[  To  Belinda. 

JWitf.  O  the  filthy  rude  beaft. 
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Aram-  'Tis  a  lading  quarrel ;  I  think  he  has  never  been 
at  our  houfe  fince. 

Bell.  But  give  yourfelvcs  the  trouble  to  walk  to  that  cor- 
ner-houfe,  and  I'll  tell  you  by  the  way  what  may  divert 
and  furprize  you. 

SCENE       XII. 
SCENE,  Silvia's  Lodgings. 
HEARTWELL   and   BOY. 
Heart.  Gone  forth,  fay  you,  with  her  maid  ! 
Boy.  There  was  a  man  too  that  fetch'd 'em  out;  Setter 
I  think,  they  call'd  him. 

„  Heart.  So-h — that  precious  pimp  too — damn'd,  damn'd 
ftrumpet !  cou'd  fhe  not  contain  herfelf  on  her  wedding- 
day!  Not  hold  out  till  night:  O  cur  fed  ftate!  How  wide 
we  err,  when  apprthenfivt  of  the  load  of  life  ! 

We  hope  to  find  «» 

That  help  which  Nature  meant  in  womankind,  C 

To  man  that  fupplemental  felf  defign'd;  _) 

But  proves  a  burning  cauflic  when  appiy'd;  ~) 

And  Adam  fuie,  could  with  more  cafe  abide  r 

The  bone  when  broken,  than  when  made  a  bride.       •* 

SCENE       XIII. 

£2*0  A/m]  BELL  M  OUR,    BELINDA,    V  A  I  N  L  O  V  £, 
A  R  A  M  I  N  T  A. 

Bell.  Now  George,  what  rhyming  !  I  thought  the 
chimes  of  verfe  were  part,  when  once  the  doleful  marriage- 
knell  was  rung. 

tieart.  Shame  and  confufion,  I  am  expofed! 

[Vaiiilove  and  Araminta  talk  apart, 

Belin.   Joy,  joy,  Mr  Bridegroom ;  I  give  you  joy,  Sir. 

Heart.  Tis  not  in  thy  nature  to  give  me  joy — a  woman 
can  as  foon  give  immortality. 

Betin.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  O  gad,  men  grow  fuch  clowns  when 
they  arc  married. 
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Sell-  That  they  are  fit  for  no  company  but  their  wives, 

Bilia.  Nor  for  them  neither,  in  a  little  time — I  fvvear,  at 
the  month's  end,  you  fliall  hardly  find  a  married  man  that 
will  do  a  civil  thing  to  his  wife,  or  fay  a  civil  thing  to  any 
body  elfe.  How  he  looks  already  !  ha,  has  ha  ! 

Bell.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Heart.  Death,  am  I  made  your  laughing-flock  ?  For  you,. 
Sir,  I  fhall  find  a  time  ;  but  take  off  your  wafp  here,  or 
the  clown  may  grow  boifterous,  1  have  a  fly-flap. 

Belin.  You  have  occafion  for't,  your  wife  has  been  blown 
upon. 

Bell.  That's  home. 

Heart.    Not  fiends  or  furies  could  have  added  to  my 

vexation,   or  any   thing  but   another  woman you've 

rack*d  my  patience;  be  gone,  or  by 

Btll.  Hold,  hold  ;  what  the  devil,  thou  wilt  not  draw 
upon  a  woman  ! 

Vain.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Aram.  Blefs  me  !  what  have  you  done  to  him  ? 

Bclin.  Only  touch'd  a  gall'd  beafl  till  he  winch'd. 

Vain.  Bellmour,  give  it  over;  you  vex  him  too  much; 
'tis  all  fcrious  to  him. 

Bcli'i.  Nay,  1  fwear,  I  begin  to  pity  him  rrvyfrlf 

Heart.  Damn  your   pity but  let   me  be  calm  a  little 

•—  Kow  have  I  deferv'd  this  of  you  ?  Any'of  ye  ?  sir,  have 
I  impaired  the  honour  of  your  houfe,  prorais'd  your  fifler 
marriage,  and  whor'd  her  :  Wherein  have  I  injur'd  you  ? 
Did  I  bring  a  phyfician  to  your  father  when  'ht  lay  expir 
ing,  and  endeavour  10  prolong  his  life,  and  you  one  and- 
twenty?  Madam,  have  '  had  an  opportunity  with  you  and 
baulk'd  it  ?  Did  you  ever  offer  me  the  favour  that  1  rtfus'd 
it  ?  Or 

Btlm.  Oh,  foh,  what  docs  the  filthy  fellow  mean  ?  lard 
let  me  be  gone. 

Aram.  Hang  me,  if  I  pity  you;  you  are  right  enough 
ferv'd 

Bell.  This  is  a  little  fcurrileus  though. 
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Vain.  Nay,  'tis  a  fore  of  your  own  fcratching— — Well, 
George 

Heatt.  You  arc  the  principal  caufe  of  all  my  prefent  ills. 
If  Silvia  had  not  bctu  your  miftrefs,  my  wile  im^ht  have 
been  honed. 

Vair..  And  it  Silvia  had  net  been  your  wife,  my  miftrefs 

might  have  been  juft there  we  are  even but  have  a 

good  heart,  1  heard  ot  your  inislortune,  and  come  to  youj 
relief. 

heart.  When  execution's  over,  you  offer  a  reprieve. 

Vain.   What  would  you  give  ? 

Heart.  Oh  !  any  tiling,  every  thing,  a  leg  or  two,  cr  aa 
arm  ;  nay,  1  would  be  divoiced  from  my  virility,  to  be  di- 
voiced  from  my  wii'c. 

SCENE       XIV. 
[To  them]    SHARPER. 

Vain.  Faith,  that's  a  fure  way but  here's  one  can  fell 

your  freedom  better  cheap. 

Sharp.  Vainlove,  I  have  been  a  kind  of  a  god-father  to 
you,  yonder;  I  have  promised  and  vow'd  IITBC  things  ia 
your  name,  which  1  think  you  are  bound  to  perform. 

Vain.  No  figning  to  a  blank,  friend. 

Sharp.  No,  I'll  deal  fairly,  with  you — 'tis  a  full  and  free 
discharge  to  Sir  Joieph  Wittol  and  Captain  Bluff,  ior  all 
injuries  whatfoever,  done  unto  you  by  them,  until  the  pre- 
fcnt  date  hereof— how  lay  you  ? 

Vain.  Agreed. 

Skarf.  Then  let  me  beg  thefe  ladies  to  wear  their  mafks 
a  moment.  Come  in,  gentlemen  and  ladies. 

titan.  What  the  devil's  all  this  to  me  \ 

Vain,  Patience. 


SCENE,    the  Lajt. 

S  E  P  H,     FLUFF,    SI 
SET  1  E  R. 

£!;'/.  All  injuries  whatfoever,  Mr  Sharper. 


[To  them]    Sir  J  O  S  E  P  H,     FLUFF,    SILVIA,    L  U  C  t> 
SET  1  E  R. 
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Sir  J-.  Ay,  ay,  whatsoever,  Captainy  ftick-  to  that ; 
whatsoever. 

Sharp.  ' Tis  done,  thefe  gentlemen  are  witnefles  to  the 
jeneral  reltafe. 

V.iln.  Ay,  ay,  to  this  inftant  moment — 1  have  pafs'd  aa 
a<5t  of  oblivion. 

B'uff.  'Tis  very  generous,  Sir,  I  needs  muft  own — 

Sir  Jo.  No,  no,  Captain,  you  need  not  own,  nth,  heh, 
heh  ;  'tis  I  muft  <uvn — 

Blfff.  — That  yon  are  o^er-reached  too,  ha,  ha.  ha,  only 
a  little  art  military  ufed — only  undermined,  or  fo,  as  fhalJ 

appear  by  the  fair  Araminta,  my  wife's  pernnilion. Oh, 

the  devil!:  cheated  at  lath  [Lucy  unimjki. 

Sir  Jo.  Only  a  little  art-military  trick,  Captain,  only 
countermined,  or  io — Mr  Vainlove,  I  fuppoie  you  know 
whom  I  have  got  now — but  aJl's  forgiven. 

Vain  I  know-  whom  you  have  not, got;,  pray  ladies  con 
vince  him.  [Aram,  aw  Belin.  uin>:ajk. 

Sir  Jo.  Ah  !   O  Lord,  my  heart  ake» Ah  !   Setter,  * 

rogue  of  all  fides.  \ 

sharp.  Sir  Jpleph,  you  had  better  have  prt-engaged  this 
gentleman's  pardon  ;  for  though  Vainlove  be  io  generous 
to  forgive  the  lols  of  his  mifbefs — 1  kuow  not  how  Heart- 
well  may  take  the  lofs  of  his  wife.  [bilvia  U'imjjks. 

Hia/t    My  wiie!  by  this  light  'tis   flic,   the  very  cocka*- 

tiice — Oh  Sliarper,  lee    me   embrace  thee but  art 

thou  lure  Hie  is  realty  married  to  him  .' 

Sdur.  Kcally  and  la-.vfully  married,  I  am  witnefs. 

Sh.(/-p.  Bcllmou?  will  untiddle  to  you. 

[iieartwcll  g-es  to  Bellmour. 

Sir  Jo.  Pray,  Madam,  who  are  you  ?  for  i  find  you  and* 
J  are  like  to  be  better  acquainted. 

ij/u.  The  worlt  of  me  is,  that  1  am  your  wife- 

Sharp.  Come,  Sir  Jofeph,  your  fortune  is  not  lo  bad  a£ 
you  fear — A  fine  lady,  and  a  lady  of  very  good  quality. 

Sir  Jo.  Thanks  to  my  knighthood,  ihe's  a  lady — 

Vain. That  deferveS   a  fool  with  a  better  title—- 

Fray  ufc  her  as  my  relation,  or  you-fhaH  hear  on't. 
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What    are  you  a  woman  of  quality  too,  fpoufe  ? 

Setter.  And  my  relation  :  pray  let  her  be  refpr &cd  accord 
ingly — Well,  honeft  I.ucy,  fare  thee  w«ll — I  think  you  and 
1  have  been  play-tellows  off  aud  on,  any  time  this  feven, 
•years. 

Lucy.  Hold  your  prating I'm  thinking  what  voca 
tion  I  (hall  follow  while  my  fpoufe  is  planting  laurels  in 
tfie  wars.  , 

B'uff  No  more  wars,  fpoufe,  no  more  wars — while  I 
plant  laurels  for  ray  head  abroad,  I  may  find  the  branches 
•iprout  at  home. 

Hcnrt.  Bellmour,  -T  approve  thy  mirth,  and  thank thee 
—and  I  cannot  in  gratitude  (lor  I  ite  which  way  thou  art 
going)  fee  thee  fall  into  the  fame  fhare,  out  of  which  thou 
deliver'd  me. 

Bell.   I  thank  thee,  George,   for  thy  good  intention — — 

but  there  is:a  fatality  in  marriage for  I  find  I'm  refo- 

lute. 

Heart.  Then  good  counfel  "will  be  thrown  away  upon 
you — rFor  my  part,  I  have- once, efcap'd — and  when  I  wj,d 
again,  may  flic  be  -ugly  as  an  old  bawd. 

Vain.  111-natur'd  as  an  old  maid — i— 

Bfll.  Wanton  as  a  young  widow 

Sharp.  And  jealous,  as  a  barren  wife. 

Heart.  Agreed. 

Bell,  Well,  'midft  of  thefe  dreadful  denunciations.,  and 
notwithflanding  the  warning  and  example  before  me,  I 
commit  myfelf  to  lafting  durance. 

Bella.  Prifoner,  make  much  of  your  fetters. 

[Gi"v ing  her  band. 

'Bell.  Frank,  will  you  keep  us  in  countenance  ? 
•  Vain.  May  I  prefume  to  hope  fo  great  a  bleffing  ? 

dram.   We  had  better  take  the  advantage  of  aiittle  of 
-our  friend's  experience  firft. 

Bell.  O'  my  confcience  fhe  dares  not  confent,  for  fear  he 
fhould  recant,  [/'.fir.e.']  Well,  we  fliall  have  your  company 
to  church  in  the  morning — may  be  it  may  get  you  an  ap« 
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petite  to  fee  us  fall  to  before  ye.     Setter,  •  did  not  you  tell 

«ne? 

Setter.  They're  at  the  door,  Til  call  'em  in. 

A      DANCE., 

Bf'/.  Now  fet  me  forward  on  a  journey  for  life 

Come  take  your  fellow-travellers.     Old  George,  I'm  forry 
to  fee  thee  dill  plod  on  alone. 

Heart.    With   gaudy  plumes  and  gingling  bells   made 
proud, 

The  youthful  heart  fets  forth,  and  neighs  aloud. 

A  morning-fim  his-  tinfcll'd  harnefs  gilds, 

And  the  firft  flage  a  down-hill  green-fward  yields. 

But  Oh 

What  rugged  ways  attend  the  noon  of  life  ! 

(Our  fun  declines),  and  with  what  anxious  flrife, 

What  pain  we  tag  thnt  galling  load,  a  wife  ! 

AH  courfers  the  firft  heat  with  vigour  run  ; 
•  But  'tis  with  whip  and  fpur  the  race  is  won. 

[Exeunt  omnts 
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To  the  Right  HONOURABLE 

CHARLES    MONTAGUE, 

ONE    OF    THE 

LORDS  of  the  TREASURY. 

S  I  R, 

IHEARTILYwifh  that  this  play  were  as  per- 
fecl:  as  I  intended  it,  that  It  might  be  more 
worthy  your  acceptance  ;  and  that  my  dedication 
of  it  to  you  might  be  more  becoming  that  honour 
and  efteem  which  I,  with  every  body  who  is  io  for 
tunate  as  to  know  you,  have  for  you.  It  had  your 
countenance  when  yet  unknown  ;  and  now  it  is  made 
public,  it  wants  your  protection. 

I  would  not  have  any  body  imagine  that  I  think 
this  play  without  its  faults,  for  I  am  confcious  cf 
feveral.  I  confefs  I  defigned  (whatever  vanity  or 
ambition  occafioned  that  defign)  to  have  written  a 
true  and  regular  comedy  :  but  I  found  it  an  under 
taking  which  put  me  in  mind  of Sudet  muftum, 

frujlraque  labcret  aufus  idem.  And  now,  to  make 
amends  for  the  vanity  of  fuch  a  defign,  I  do  confefs 
both  the  attempt,  and  the  imperfect  performance. 
Yet  I  muft  take  the  boldnefs  to  fay,  I  have  not  mil- 
carried  in  the  whole;  for  the  mechanical  part  ot* 
it  is  regular.  That  1  may  fay  with  as  little  vanity, 
as  a  builder  may  fay  he  has  built  a  houfe 'according 
to  the  model  laid  down  before  him  j  or  a  gardener 
I  4 
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that  he  has  fet  his  flowers  in  a  knot  of  fuch  or  fuc& 
a  figure.  I  defigned  the  moral  firft,  and  to  that 
moral  I  invented  the  fable,  and  do  not  know  that 
I  have  borrowed  one  hint  of  it  any  where.  I  made 
the  plot  as  flrong  as  I  could,  becaufe  it  was  fingle ; 
and  I  made  it  fingle,  becaufe  I  would  avoid  con- 
fallen,  and  was  refolved  to  preferve  the  three  uni 
ties  of  the  drama.  Sir,  this  difcourfe  is  very  im 
pertinent  to  you,  whofe  judgment  much  better  can 
u  vn  the  faults,  than  I  can  excufe  them ;  and 
viioie  good-nature,  like  that  of  a  lover,  will  find 
out  chofe  hidden  beauties  (if  there  be  any  fuch). 
which  it  would  be  great  immodefty  for  me  to  dif- 
ccver.  I  think  I  do  not  fpeak  improperly  when  I 
call  you  a  lover  of  poetry;  for  it  is  very  well  known 
ilis  has  been  a  very  kind  miftrefs  to  you ;  fhe  has 
not  denied  you  the  laft  favour;  and  (he  has  been 

fruitful  to  you  ia  a  moft  beautiful  ifTue If  I 

break  oiT  abruptly  here,  I  hope  every  body  will  un- 
dcrftand  that  it  is  to  avoid  a  commendation,  which, 
as  it  is  your  due,  would  be  mod  eafy  for  me  to  pay,, 
and  too  troublefome  for  you  to  receive. 

I  have,  fince  the  acting  of  this  play,  hearkened 
after  the  obje&ions  which  have  been  made  to  it  j 
for  I  was  conicious  where  a  true  critic  might  have 
put  me  upon  my  defence.  I  was  prepared  for'  tlis 
attack;  and  am  pretty  confident  I  could  have  vin 
dicated  fome  parts,  and  excufed  others  ;  and  where 
there  were  any  plain  mifcarriages,  I  would  moft 
ingenuoufly  have  confefled  them.  But  I  have  not 
heard  any  thing  faid  fuflkient  to  provoke  an  an- 
fwer.  That  which  looks  moft.  like  an  objection,. 
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does  not  relate  in  particular  to  this  play,  but  to  all 
or  moft  that  ever  have  been  written;  and  that  is,  fo- 
liloquy.  Therefore  I  will  anfwer  it,  not  only  for 
my  own  fake,  but  to  fave  others  the  trouble,  to 
•whom  it  may  hereafter  be  objected. 

I  grant,  that  for  a  man  to  talk  to  himfelf,  ap 
pears  abfurd  and  unnatural;  and  indeed  it  is  ib  in, 
moft  cafes  ;  but  the  circumftances  which  may  at 
tend  the  occafion,  make  great  alteration.  It  of 
tentimes  happens  to  a  man,  to  have  deilgns  which 
require  him  to  himfelf,  and  in  their  nature  cannot 
admit  of  a  confident.  Such,  for  certain,  is  all  vil 
lainy  ;  and  other  lefs  mifchievous  intentions  may  be 
very  improper  to  be  communicated  to  a  fecond  per- 
fon.  In  fuch  a  cafe  therefore  the  audience  muft  ob- 
ferve,  whether  the  perfon  upon  the  ftage  takes  any 
notice  of  them  at  all,  or  no.  For  if  he  fuppofes 
any  onfe  to  be  by,  when  he  talks  to  himfelf,  it  is 
monftrous  and  ridiculous  to  the  lart  degree.  Nay, 
not  only  in  this  cafe,  but  in  any  part  of  a  play,  if 
there  is  expreffed  any  knowledge  of  an  audience,  it 
is  infuiTerable.  But  otherwife,  when  a  man  in  fo- 
liloquy  reafons  with  himfelf,  and  pro's  and  con's, 
and  weighs  all  his  defigns,  we  ought  not  to  ima 
gine  that  this  man  either  talks  to  us,  or  to  himfelf; 
he  is  only  thinking,  and  thinking  fuch  matter  as 
were  inexcufable  folly  in  him  to  fpeak.  But  becauie 
\ve  are  concealed  fpeclators  of  the  plot  in  agitation, 
and  the  poet  finds  it  neceifary  to  let  us  know  the 
whole  myftery  of  his  contrivance,  he  is  willin"  to 
inform  us  of  the  perfon's  thoughts ;  and  to  that 
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end  is  forced  to  make  ufe  of  the  expedient  of  fpeech^ 
no  other  better  way  being  yet  invented  for  the  com 
munication  of  thought. 

Another  very  wrong  objection  has  been  made  by 
fome,  who  have  not  taken  leifure  to  diftinguifh  the 
characters.     The  hero  of  the  play,  as  they  are  plea- 
fed  to  call  him,  (meaning  Mellefor.t]  is  a  gull,  and 
made  a  fool,  and  cheated.    Is  every  man  a  gull  and 
a  fool  that  is  deceived  ?    At  that  rate  I  am  afraid 
the  two  dailies  of  men  will  be  reduced  to  one,,  and 
the  knaves  themfelves  be  at  a  lofs  to  juftify  their 
title:   but  if  an  open-hearted  honeft  man,  who  has- 
an  entire  confidence  in  one  whom  he  takes  to  be  his 
friend,  and  whom  he  has  obliged  to  be  fo;  and  who 
(to  confirm  him  in  his  opinion)  in  all  appearance, 
and  upon  feveral  trials  has  been  fo;  if  this  man  be 
deceived  by  the  treachery  of  the  other ;  muft.  he  of 
neceffity-  commence  fool  immediately,  only  becaufa 
the  other  has  proved  a.  villain  ?  Ay,  but  there  was 
caution  given  to  Mellefont  in.  the  fir  ft  act  by  his 
friend  Carelefs.     Of  what  nature  was  the  caution  ? 
Only  to  give  the  audience  fome  light  into  the  cha 
racter  of  JVLaJktufll,  before  his  appearance  ;  and  not 
to  convince  Mellefont  of  his  treachery ;  for  that  was 
more  than  Carelcfs  was  then  ahie  to  do;    he  never 
knew  Ma/kiuelt  guilty  of  any  villainy;  he  was  only 
a  fort  of  maa  which  he  did  not  like.      As  for  his 
fufpecting  his  familiarity  with  my  Lady  Touchwood ; 
let  them  examine  the  anfwer  that  Mellffout  makes 
him,  and  compare  it  with  the  conduct  of  Majkiuell"^ 
character  through  the  play, 

I  would  beg  them  again  to  Icok  into  the  character 
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of  MafRwell,  before  they  accufe  Mellefont  of  vreak- 
nefs  for  being  deceived  by  him.  For  upon  fumming 
up  the  enquiry  into  this  objection,  it  may  be  found 
they  have  miftaken  cunning  in  one  character,  for 
folly  in  another. 

But  there  is  one  thing,  at  which  I  am  more  con 
cerned  than  all  the  falfe  criticifms  that  are  made  up 
on  me  ;  and  that  is,  fome  of  the  ladies  are  offended, 
I  am  heartily  forry  for  it,  for  I  declare  I  would  ra 
ther  difoblige  all  the  cricics  in  the  world,  than  one 
of  the  fair  fex.  They  are  concerned  that  I  have  re- 
prefented  fome  women  vicious  and  affected:  how  can 
I  help  it  ?  It  is  the  bufinefs  of  a  comic  poet  to  paint 
the  vices  and  follies  of  human-kind ;  and  there  are 
but  two  fexes,  male  and  female,  men  and  women, 
which  have  a  title  to  humanity  :  and  if  I  leave  one 
half  of  them  out,  the  work  will  be  imperfect.  1  (hould 
be  very  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  make  my  compli 
ment  to  thofe  ladies  who  are  offended ;  but  they  can 
no  more  expect  it  in  a  comedy,  than  to  be  tickled  by 
a  furgeon,  when  he  is  letting  them  blood.  They 
•who  are  virtuous  or  difcreet,  fhould  not  be  offended; 
forfuch  characters  as  thefedUHnguiih  them,  and  make 
their  beauties  more  fhining  and  obferved  :  and  they 
•who  are  of  the  other  kind,  may  neverthelefs  pafs,  for 
fuch,  by  feeming  not  to  be  difpleafed,  or  touched 
•with  the  fatire  of  this  comedy.  Thus  have  they  alfo 
•wrongfully  accufed  me  of  doing  them  a  prejudice, 
•when  1  have  in  reality  done  them  a  fervice. 

You  will  pardon  me,  Sir,  for  the  freedom  I  take 
of  making  anfwers  to  other  people,  in  an  epiltlc 
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which  ought  wholly  to  be  facred  to  you  :  but  fince 
I  intend  the  play  to  be  i'o  too,  I  hope  I  may  take 
the  more  liberty  of  juflifying  it,  where  it  is  in  the 
right. 

I  muft  now,  Sir,  declare  to  the  world,  how  kind 
you  have  been  to  my  endeavours ;  for  in  regard  of 
•what  was  well  meant,  you  have  excufed  what  was  ill 
performed.  I  beg  you  would  continue  the  fame  me 
thod  in  your  acceptance  of  this  dedication.  I  know 
no  other  way  of  making  a  return  to  that,  humanity 
you  fhewed,  in  protecting  an  infant,  but  by  enrolling 
it  in  your  fervice,  now  that  it  is  of  age  and  come 
into  the  world.  Therefore  be  pleafed  to  accept  of 
this  as  an  acknowledgement  of  the  favour  you  have 
iliewn  me,  and  an  earneft  of  the  real  icrvice  and 
gratitude  of, 

S  I  R, 

Your  moft  obliged, 
humble  fervant, 

WILLIAM   CONCRETE. 


C     *o*     ] 

To  my  dear  Friend 

Mr       CON.GREVE, 

On  his   C  O  M  E  C  Y  called 

THE   DOUBLE-DEALER, 

WELL  then ;  the  promrs'd  hour  is  come  at  laft  ; 
The  prefent  age  of  wit  obfcures  the  pafl : 
Strong  were  our  fires ;  and  as  they  fought  they  writ, 
Conqu'ring  with  force  of  arms,  and  dint  of  wit ; 
Theirs  was  the  giant  race,  before  the  flood  ; 
And  thus,  when  Charjes  retum'd,  our  empire  flood. 
Like  Janus  he  the  ftubborn  foil  manur'd, 
With  rules  of  hufbandry,  the  ranknefs  currd  : 
Tam'd  us  to  manners,  when  the  ftage  was  rude. 
And  boift'rous  Englifh  wit  with  art  endu'd. 
Our  age  was  cultivated  thus  at  length  ; 
But  what  we  gain'd  in  fkill  we  loft  in  flrength. 
Our  builders  were  with  want  of  genius  curft ; 
The  fecond  temple  was  not  like  the  firft  : 
'Till  you,  the  befl  Vitruvius,  come  at  length, 
Our  beauties  equal ;  but  excel  our  flrength. 
Firm  Doric  pillars  found  your  folid  bafe  ;  ") 

The  fair  Corinthian  crowns  the  higher  fpace  •, 
Thus  all  below  is  ftrength,  and  all  above  is  grace.  •* 

In  eafy  dialogues  is  Fletcher's  praife  ; 
He  mov'd  the  mind,  but  had  no  power  to  raife. 
Great  Johnfon  did  by  flrength  of  judgment  pleafe ; 
Yet  doubling  Fletcher's  force,  he  wants  his  eafe. 
In  differing  talents  both  adorn 'd  their  age ; 
One  for  the  ftudy,  t'other  for  the  ftage. 
But  both  to  Congreve  juflly  fhall  fubmit, 
One  match'd  in  judgment,  both  o'er-match'd  in  wit, 
I 
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In  him  all  beauties  ©f  this  age  we  fee, 
Etherege  his  courtfhip,  Southern's  purity  ; 
The  fatire,  wit,  and  ftrength  of  manly  Wycherly. 
All  this  in  blooming  youth  you  have  atcbicv'd ; 
Nor  are  your  foil'd  contemporaries  griev'd  ; 
So  much  the  fweetnefs  of  your  manners  move, 
We  cannot  envy  you,  becaufe  we  love. 
Fabius  might  joy  in  Scipio,  when  he  faw 
A  beardleis  con  ful  made  againft  the  law, 
And  join  his  AifFrage  to  the  votes  of  Rome  ; 
Though  he  with  Hannibal  was  overcome. 
Thus  old  Roman«>  bow'd  to  Raphael's  fame  ; 
And  fcholar  to  the  youth  he  taught  became 

Oh  !  that  your  brows  my  laurel  had  fuftain'd, 
Well  had  1  been  depos'd,  if  you  had  reign 'd  ! 
The  father  had  deli-ended  for  the  ion  ; 
For  only  \-oa  are  lineal  to  the  throne. 
Thus  when  the  ftate  one  Edward  did  depofe  ; 
A  gtfater  Euwaid  in  his  room  arofe. 
But  now,  not  i,  bu^t  poetry  is  curs'd  ; 
lor  I'om  the  lecoiui  uigns  like  Tom  the  firft. 
But  let  'em  not  miftake  my  patrc.n's  part ; 
Nor  call  his  charity  their  own  cklert- 
Yet  I  this  prophciy  ;  Thcu  flialt  be  fecn, 
(  i'ho'  with  1'ome  fhort  parenthefiij  between), 
Hi.^h  on  the  throne  of  wit ;  and  feated  there, 
Not  mine  (that's  little)  but  thy  laurel  wear. 
Tli-    tit  ft  attempt  an  early  promife  made, 
That  early  promife  this  has  more  than  paid  ; 
So  bold,  yet  fo  judfcioufly  you  d^fe, 
That  your  leaft  praife  is  to  be  regular. 
Time,  place  and  action-  may  with  pains  be  wrought, 
i!ut  genius  mufl  be  born,  and  never  can  be  taught. 
This  is  your  portion  ;   this  your  native  ftore; 
Jleav'n,  that  but  once  was  prodigal  before, 
To  Shakefpeare  gave  as  much ;  (he  cou'd  not  give  him  more.  • 

Maintain  your  poft  :  that's  ail  the  fame  you  need  j 
For  'tis  impoilibie  you  fliould  proceed. 
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Already  I  am  worn  with  care?  and  age  ; 
And  juft  abandoning  tlV  ungrateful  ftage  : 
Unprofitably  kept  at  Heaven's  expence, 
J  live  a  rent-charge  on  his  providence  : 
But  you,  whom  ev'ry  mufe  and  grace  adorn, 
Whom  I  forefee  to  better  fortune  born, 
Be  kind  to  my  remains  ;  and,  oh  defend, 
Againft  your  judgment,  your  departed  friend! 
3  et  not  th'  infulting  foe  my  fame  purfue  ; 
But  fliade  thofe  laurels  which  defcend  to  you  : 
And  take  for  tribute  what  thefe  lines  exprefs ; 
You  merit  more ;  nor  cou'd  my  love  do  lefs. 

JOHN    DRTDEN. 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mrs  BRACEGIRDLE. 

T\»  OORS  have  this  way  (as  ftory  tells)  to  know 
*        Whether  their  brats  are  truly  got,  or  no ; 
Into  the  fea  the  new-born  babe  is  thrown, 
There,  as  inftindl  directs,  to  fwim  or  drown, 
A  barbarous  device,  to  try  if  fpoufe 
Has  kept  reltgioufly  her  nuptial  vows. 

Such  are  the  trials  poets  make  of  plays  : 
Only  they  truft  to  more  inconftant  feas ; 
So  does  our  Author,  this  his  child  commit 
To  the  tempeftuous  mercy  of  the  pit, 
To  know  if  it  be  truly  born  of  wit. 

Critics  avaunt ;  for  you  are  fifh  of  prey, 
And  feed,  like  {harks,  upon  an  infant  play. 
Be  cv'ry  monfter  of  the  deep  away  ; 
Let's  a  fair  tiial  have,  and  a  clear  fea. 

Let  nature  work,  and  do  not  damn  too  foon, 
For  life  muft  ftruggle  long  ere  it  fink  down  ; ' 
And  will  at  leaft  rife  thrice  before  it  drown. 
Let  us  confidcr,  had  it  been  our  fate, 
Thus  hardly  to  be  proy'd  legitimate  ! 
I  will  not  fay,  we'd  all  in  danger  been, 
Were  each  to  fuffcr  for  his  mother's  fin  : 
But,  by  my  troth,  I  cannot  avoid  thinking, 
How  nearly  feme  good  men  might  have  Tcap'd  finking. 
But  Heav'n  be  prais'd  this  cuftom  is  confin'd 
Alone  to  th'  offspring  of  the  mufes  kind  : 
Our  Chriftian  cuckolds  are  more  bent  to  pity ; 
I  know  not  one  Moor  hufband  in  the  city. 
1'  th'  good  man's  arms  the  chopping  baflard  thiives; 
For  he  thinks  all  his  own  that  is  his  wife's. 

Whatever  fate  is  for  this  play  defign'd, 
The  poet's  fure  he  fhall  fome  comfort  find  : 
For  if  his  mufe  has  play'd  him  falfe,  the  worft 
That  can  befall  him,  is  to  be  divorc'd  ; 
You  hufbands  judge,  if  that  be  to  be  curs'd. 


E     P     I     L     O     G     U     E. 

'  Spoken  by  Mrs  M  0  U  N  T  F  O  R  D. 


:/""1  OU'D  poets  but  forefee  how  plays  would  take, 
^^    Then  they  cou'd  tell  what  epilogues  to  make; 
^"Whether  to  thank  or  blame  their  audience  moft  : 
But  that  late  knowledge  does  much  hazard  cod  : 
"Till  dice  are  thrown,  there's  nothing  won  nor  loft. 
So  'till  the  thief  has  ftol'n,  he  cannot  know 
Whether  he  lliall  efcape  the  law  or  no. 
But  poets  run  much  greater  hazards  far, 
Than  they  who  ftanti  their  trirls  at  the  bar. 
The  law  provides  a  curb  for  its  own  fury, 
And  fuffers  judges  to  direct  the  jury  : 
But  in  this  court,  what  difF'rence  decs  appear! 
For  every  one's  both  judge. and  jury  here ; 
Nay,  and  what's  wode,  an  executioner. 
All  have  a  right  and  title  to  fbme  pait, 
Each  chocfing  that  in  which  he  has  moft  art. 
The  dreadful  men  of  learning  all  confound, 
•Unlcfs  the  fable's  good,  and  moral  found- 
The  vizor-mafks,  that  are  in  pit  and  gallery, 
Approve,  or  damn,  the  repartee  and  rallery. 
The  lady  critics,  who  are  better  read, 
•Inquire  if  characters  are  nictly  bred  ; 
If  the  lift  things  are  peun  d  and  fpoke  with  grace  : 
They  judge  of  adtion  too,  and  time,  and  place  ; 
•  In  which  we  do  not  doubt  but  they're  diicerning, 
For  that  s  a  kind  of  afUgnation  learning 
Beaux  judge  of  drefs  ;  the  wittlings  judge  of  fongs ; 
The  cuckoidorn,  of  ancient  right,  to  cits  belongs. 
Poor  poets  thus  the  favour  are  deny'd, 
Even  to  make  exceptions,  when  they're  try'd. 
'Tis  hard  that  they  mufl  ev'ry  one  admit  ': 
Methinks  I  fee  fome  faces  in  the  pit, 
"Which  muft  of  confequence  be  foes  to  wit. 
You  who  can  judge,  to  fentence  may  proceed  ; 
But  tho'  he  cannot  write,  let  him  be  freed 
At  lead  from  their  contempt,  who  cannot  read. 
VOL.  I.  & 


Dramatis  Perforia:. 


M     E     NT. 

MASK  WE  tr,  a  villain;  pretended") 
fritud  to  Mtllcfont,  gallant  to  ( 
lady  Touchwood,  and  in  lovt •? 
with  Cynthia,  _) 

Lord  TOUCHWOOD,  uncle  to  Mel- ~) 
kfont,  j 

ME  LI.  E  FONT,  promised  to,  and  in  "> 
love  with  Cynthia,  j 

CARELISS,  his  friend, 

Lord  FROTH,  a  folemn  coxcomb, 

BRISK,  a  pert  coxcomb, 

itii  PAUL  I'LYANT,  an  uxorious  "> 
foolith,  old  kirght  ;  brother  to  C 
Lady  Touchwood,  and  father  to  if 
Cynthia,  J 


Mr  BETTERTON. 


Mr  KYNASTOH. 

Mr  WILL  IA  irs. 

Mr  VERBRUGGEN. 
Mr  !?o  \VMAN. 
Mr  Pow  ELL. 


Mrs  BARRY. 


WOMEN. 

Lady  TOUCHWOOD,    in   love  with") 

Mellefont,  j 

CYNTHIA,  daughter  to  Sir  Paul  by") 

a  former  wife,   promifed   to   Mel- >   Mrs  BRACEGIRDIE. 

kfor.t,  3 

Lady  FROTH,  a  great  coquet ;  ^preO 

tc-'nder  to  poetry,   wit  and  learn- >  Mrs  MOUNTFORX. 


Lady  PI.YAKT,  infolent  to  her 
hulband,,  and  cafy  to  any  pre 
tender, 


Mrs  LEIGH. 


Chaplain,  Boy,  Fcotmen  and  Attendants. 


The  S  C  E  j«  E ,  a  gallery  in  the  Lord  Touchwood's  houfc, 
with  chambers  adjoining. 


THE 


DOUBLE-DEALER, 
A  C  T    I.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

^  gallery  in  the  Lord  'Touch  wood'i   Ict'fe,  -with  chambers  ad- 


Enter  CARELESS,  erojjlitg  the  Ztage,  ".oifh  fit's  fiat ,  fh-ars, 
and  fiaord  in  his  hands  ;  as  j»Jl  rifeit  from  table  ;  M  E  L  L  ]i- 
F  O  N  T  folh-ains  him. 

MiLLE   FO   N   T. 

NE  D,  Ned,  whither  fo  fait  ?  w&at,  iui«M  /Hauler  { 
why,  you  won't  leave  us  ? 
Care.  Where  are   the  women  ?  I'm   weary  of 
g'.izling,  and  begin  to  think  them  the  better  company. 
Mel.  Then  thy  reafon  ftaggers,  and  fhou'rt  alnioft  drunk. 
Care,  No,   faith,   but   your   fools  grow  noiiy  ;  and  if  a 
man  ruuft  endure  the  noife  of  words  without  fetifc,- 1  tliiuk 
the  women  have  more  mufical  voices,  and  become  uon^eafe 
Better. 

Mel.  Why,  they  are  at  the  end  of  the  gnllery,  retir'd  ro 
t?ieir  tea  and  fcandal,  according  to  their  ancient  cuftom, 
after  dinner;  but  I  made  a-  pretence  to  follow  you,  be- 
caufe  I  had  fomething  to  fay  to  you  in  private,  and  1  atn 
Dot  like  to  have  many  opportunities  this  evening. 

C-.ire.  And  here's  this  ccscomb  mcft  critically  come  to 
iutemipt  you. 

&  * 
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Brisk.  Boys,  boys,  lads,  where  arc  you  ?  What,  do  yoa 
give  ground!  Mortgage  for  a  bottle,  ha  ?  Carelefs,  this  is 
your  trick;  you're  always  fpoiling  company  by  lea 
ving  it. 

Care .  And  thou  art  always  fpoiling  company  by  coming 
"Into'r. 

Briik.  Pooh,  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  know  you  envy  me :  fpite, 

proud  fpitc,  by  the  gods  !  and  burning  envy 111  be 

judg'd  by  Mellefont  here,  who  gives  and  takes  raillery 
better,  you  or  I.  Pihaw,  man,  when  I  fay  you  fpoil  com 
pany  by  leaving  it,  I  mean  you  leave  no  body  for  the 
company  to  laugh  at.  I  think  there  I  was  with  you,  ha  2 
Mdlefont. 

Mel.  O'  my  word,  Brifk,  that  was  a  home  thruft,  you 
have  filenc'd  him. 

ttrisk,  Oh,  my  dear  Mellefont,  let  me  perifh,  if  thou  art 
not  the  foul  of  converfation.  the  very  eflence  of  wit,  and 
fpirit  of  wine, The  duce  take  me,  if  there  were  three 

"--'>  'VJno-e  fiM    nr  o->"  •••     '    •  rt       -1      /:...,,  .1. .      .     .  • 

?>~- TO.  -_-4, ,  „„ ,i.,v,»,,    .!i,<,v  my  rttHj.-iiiMtlOn 

from  the  body  of  our  iociety, He,  I  think  that's  pretty 

arm  metaphorical  enough :  I'gad  I  could  not  hav«  faid  it 
out  of  thy  company, — . — Carelefs,  ha  ? 

Care,  fium,  ay,  what  is't  ? 

Erhk.  O,  n.Qncizur}  Wh;it  is't?  Nay  gad  I'll  puni{h 
you  for  want  of  apprchenfion  :  the  duce  take  me  if  I  tell 
yc.u. 

•'c7.  No,  no,  hang  him,  he   has  no  tafte. But,  dear 

Brifk,  excufe  me,  1  have  a  little  bufinefs. 

Care.  Pr'ythee  get  thcegone;  thou  f'eeft  we  are  ferious. 

Mel.  We'll  come  immediately,  if  you'll  go  in,  and  keep 
up  good  humour  and  fenfe  in  the  company  :  pr'ythee  do, 
they'll  fall  alkep  elfe. 

Br-A.  1'gadfo  they  will- Well   I  will,   I  will,  gad 

you  Ihal!  command  me  from  the  Zenith  to  the  Nadir. — But 
the  duce  take  me  if  1  fay  a  ^ood  tiling  'till  you 
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Buf  pr'ythee, clear  rogue,  make  halle,  pr'ythee  make  hafte, 

I  fliall  burft  elfe. And  yonder's  your  uncle,  my  Lord 

Touchwood,  fwtars  he'll  disinherit  you,  and  Sir  Paul  P!y- 
ant  threatens  to  diiclaim  you  for  a  fon-in-law,  and  my 
Lord  Froth  won't  dance  at  your  wedding  to-morrow;  nor 
the  duce  take  me,  I  won't  write  your  epitha'.amium — and 
lire  what  a  condition  you're  like  to  be  brought  to. 

Md.  Well,  I'll  fpeak  but  three  words,  and  follow  you. 

Brisk.  Enough,  enough,  Carclefs,  bring  your  apprehen- 
fion  along  with  you-. 

SCENE       TIT. 
M  E  L  L  E  F  O  N  T,    G  A  R  E  L  K  S  S; 

C-irt.  Pert  coxcomb  ! 

A '<.-.'.  Faith  'tis  a  good-natur'd  coxcomb,  and  has  very 
entertaining  follies-—  You  mult  be  more  humane  to  Ivm; 
at  this  juncture,  it  will  do  me  ferfice.  I'll  ttll  you,  f 
would  have  mirth  continued  this  dny  at  any  rate;  though 
patience  purchafe  folly,  and  attention  be  paid  with  noi;i.  : 
there  are  times  when  fenfe  may  be  unfeafonable,  as  \ve'| 
ES  truth.  Pr'ythee  do  thou  wear  none  to  day;-  but  allowr 
Ikifk  to  have  wit,  that  thou  niay'ft  feem  a  fool. 

Cure.  Why,  how  now  ;  why  this  extravagant  propoii- 
tion  ? 

AW.  O,  I  would  have  no»room  for  ferious  defign,  for 
I  am  jealous  of  a  plot.  I  would  have  noife  and  imperti 
nence  keep  my  Lady  Touchwood's  head  from  vontin^  ; 
for  htll  is  not  more  bufy  than  her  brain,  nor  contains  more 
devils  than  her  imagination. 

Care.  I  thought  your  ftar  of  her  had  been  over, Ts 

not  to-morrow  appointed  for  your  marriage  with  Cynthia.; 
and  her  father,  Sir  Paul  Ply  ant,  conic  to  little  the  writings 
this  day,  on  purpofe  ? 

•Mil.  True;  but  you  fliall  judge  whether  I  have  not 
reafon  to  be  alarm'd.  Nons  bolides  you,  and  Malkv/.;], 
arc  acquainted  with  the  ftcrst  of  my  aunt  Touchwoi  c:'a 
violent  paffiun  for  me.  Since  ir,y  firft  refiHal  of  her  ;,d- 
drelles,  flae  hus  cttltavoui'd  to  do  me  ail  iii 
*•  3 
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my  uncle;  yet  has  manag'd  'cm  with  that  fubtilty,  that 
to  him  they  have  borne  the  face  of  kindnefs;  while  her 
malice,  like  a  dark  lanthcrn,  only  flione  upon  me,  where 
it  was  directed.  Still  it  gave  me  lefs  perplexity  to  pre 
vent  the  luccefi  of  her  difpleafure,  than  to  avoid  the  im 
portunities  of  her  love;  aod  of  two  evib,  I  thought  my- 
ft:lf  favour'd  in  her  averfion  :  but  whether  urg'd  by  her  de- 
fpair,  and  the  fliort  profpeiflof  the  time  flic  faw,  to  accom- 
pliili  her  defigns  ;  whether  the  hopes  of  revenge,  or  of  her 
love,  terminated  in  the  view  of  this  my  marriage  with 
Cynthia,  I  know  not;  but  this  morning  flic  furpriz'd  me 

in- my  bed  

CMS.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  fury!  'tis  well  nature  ha* 
not  put  it  into  her  fex's  power  to  ravilli — Well,  blefs  us! 
proceed.  What  followed  ? 

Mel.  What  at  firft  amaz-'d  me :  For  I  look'd  to  have 
ffen  her  in  all  the  tranfports  of  a  flighted  and  revengeful 
•woman  :  but  when  I  eipe<Sted  thunder  from  her  voice, 
and  lightning  in  her  eyes;  I  faw  her  melted  into  tears  and 
fcufli'd  inta  a  figh.  It  was  loig-before  either  of  us  fpoke  ;- 

pafitpn  had  ty'd  her  tongue,  aad  amazement  mine. 

Jn  fliort,  the  confequence  was  thus,  {he  omitted  nothing 
that  the  moQ  violent  love  could  urge,  or  tender  words  ex- 
prefs  ;  which  when  ihe  faw  had  no  effevfl,  but  ftill  I  pleaded 
honour  and  nearnefs  of  blood  to  my  uncle,  then  came  the 
florm  I  fear'd  at  firft  :  for  ftarting  from  my  bed-fide  like 
a  fuiy,  flie  flew  to  my  fword,  and  with  much  ado  I  pre 
vented  her  doing  meor  herfelf  a  mifchief:  having difarm'd 
her,  in  a  guft  of  pafiion  flie  left  me,  and  in  a  refolution, 
confirm'd  by  a  thoufa,nd  curfes,  not  to  clofc  her  eyes,  'till 
they  had  feen  my  ruin. 

Can.  fc.xquifite  woman !  but  what  the  devil, .does  flie 
tljink  thou  haft  no  more  fenfe,  than  to  get  an  heir  upon- 
her  body  to  difinherit  thyfclf :  for  as  I  take  it,  this  fetlle- 
ment  upon  you,  is,  with- a  provifo,  that  your  uncle  have 
no  children. 

Mel.  It  is  fo.  Well,  the  fervice  you  are  to  do  me, 
will  be  a  plcafure  to  yourfelfj  I  mult  get  you  :o  eng;^5 
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my  Lady  Plyant  all  tliis  evening,  that  my  pious  aunt  may 
not  work  her  io  her  intercfr.  And  if  you  chance  to  fecure 
her  to  yourfelf,  you  may  incline  her  to  mine.  Sh'e'jhand- 
fome.  and  knows  if,  i>  very  filiy.and  thinks  flie  hasfenfe, 
and  has  an  old  fond  hufband* 

Care.  1  confels,  a  very  fair  foundation  for  a  lover  to 
build  upon. 

Mel.  For  my  Lord  Froth,  he  and  his  wife  will  be  fuf- 
ficicmly  taken  up  with  admiring  one  another,  and  Brifk's 
gallantry,  as  they  call  it.  I'll  obferve  my  uncle  myfelf : 
and  J;ick  Mafkwell  has  promifed  me,  to  watch  my  aunt 
narrowly,  and  give  me  notice  upon  any  fufpicion.  As  for 
Sir  Paul,  my  wife's  father-in-law  that  is  to  be,  my  dear 
Cynthia  has  fuch  a  fhare  in  his  fatherly  fondnefs,  he 
would  fcarce  make  her  a  moment  uneafy,  to  have  her  hap 
py  hereafter. 

C.TC.  So,  you  have  mann'd  your  works  :  bat  I  wifli  you 
may  not  have  the  weaktft  guard,  where  the  enemy  is 
ftrongeft. 

Mel-  Maikwell,  you  mean;  pr'ythee  why  fhould  ;ou 
fufpecl  him  ? 

Care.  Faith,  I  cannot  help  it,  you  kno-.v  I  never  lik'd 
him;  I  am  a  little fuperfHtious  in  phyfiognomy. 

Mel.  He  has  obligations  of  gratitude,  to  bind  him  to 
me;  his  dependence  upon  my  uncle  is  through  my  means. 

Care.  Upon  your  aunt,  you  mean. 

Met.  My  aunt  ? 

Care.  I'm  miftaken  if  there  be  not  a  familiarity  betweeti 
them,  you  do  not  fufpccSk,  notwithftanding  her  paflion  for 
you. 

Mel.  Pooh,  pooh,  nothing  in  the  world  but  his  defign 
to  do  me  fervice  ;  and  he  endeavours  to  be  well  in  her 
efteem,  that  he  may  be  able  to  eflcdt  it. 

Cure .  Well,  I  fiiali  be  glad  to  be  miftaken ;  but,  your 
aunt's  averfion  in  her  revenge,  cannot  be  any  way  fo  effec 
tually  fhewn,  as  in  bringing  forth  a  child  to-difinlierit  you  ; 
She  is  handfome  and  cunning,  and  naturally  wanton  : 
JMaikwell  is  ilefh  and  blood  at  beft,  and  opportunities  be- 
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tween  them  are  frequent.  His  affttSrion  to  you, you  have  con* 
felled,  is  grounded  upon  his  intereft;  that  \ou  have  tranf^ 
planted;  and  fliould  ir  take  root  in  my  Lady,  I  don't  Ice 
vrhat  you  can  expecl  from  the  fruit. 

Mel.  I  confefs  the  confequence  is  vifible,  were  your  fuf* 

picions  juft. But  fee,   the  company  is  broke  up,  let's 

meet  'ein. 

5     C    £     N     E       IV. 

£ fo  them]    Lord    TOUCHWOOD,    Lord    FR-O'TH,    Sir 
PAUL    P  L  Y  A  N  r,    and    B  R  I  S  K, 

Lord  Touch,  Out  upon't,  nephew Leave  your  fa 
ther-in-law,  and  me,  to  maintain  our  ground  againft  young 
people. 

Mel-  I  beg  your  Lordfhtp's  pardon we  are  juft  re 
turning. 

Sir   Paul.  Were  you.   fan?  Oradfbud,  much   better  as  it 

fs Good,  ftrange!    1  fwear  I'm  almoft  tipfy— —  t'other 

bottle  would  have  been  too  powerful  for  me, asfureas 

can.  be  it  would We  wanted  your  company,   but    Mr 

Brifk — where  is  he?   I  fwear  and  vow,  he's  a  moft  facetious 

pcrlon— and  the  befl  company A.nd-  my  Lord   Froth, 

your  Lordfliip  is  fo  merry  a  man,  he,  he,  he. 

Lord  Froth.  O  foy,  Sir  Paul,  what  do  you  mean  r  Merry! 
O  barbarous!  I'd  as  lieve  you  call'il  me  iool. 

Sir  Paul.  Nay,  I  prof^ll  and  vow  now,  'tis  true;  when 
Mr  Brifk  jokes,  your  Lordfliip's  laugh  does  fo  become  you, 
he,  he,  he. 

Lord  Fretb.  Ridiculous  I  Sir  Paul,  you're  ftrangt  ly  mi^ 
flaken,  I  find  champagne  is  powerful.  I  affiire  you,  Sir 
Paul,  I  laugh  at  nobody's  jell  but  my  own,  or  a  lady's;  I 
allure  you,  Sir  Paul. 

Busk.  How  ?  how  my  Lord  ?  what,  affront  my  wit  ! 
let  me  perifli,  do  1  never  fay  any  thing  worthy  to  be  !a  igh'd 
at? 

Lord  Frrtl\  O  foy,  don't  mifapprehend  me.  7  don't 
-fay  fo,  for  1  often  fmi'.e  at  your  conceptions.  But  there 
is  nothing  more  unbctoiuicg  a  mau  of  quality,  than  to 
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Jaugh  ;  'tis  fuch  a  viilgnr  expreilion  of  the  pailion  !  every 
body  can  laugh.  Then  eipecialiy  to  laugh  at  the  jertr 
of  an  inferiour  perfon,  or  when  any-body  elie  of  the  fame 
quality  does  not  laugh  with  one  ;  ridiculous  !  To  be  pleaf- 
cd  with  what  pleafes  the  croud !  Now  when  I  laugh,  I  al 
ways  laugh  alone. 

Brisk.  I  fuppofe  that's  becaufe  you  laugh  at  your  o\va 
jefls,  1'gad,  ha  ha,  ha. 

Lord  Frcth.  He,  he,  I  fwear,  tho',  your  raillery  provokes 
me  to  a  (mile. 

Brisk.  Ay.,  my  Lord,  'tis  a  fign  I  hit  you  in  the  teeth  if 
you  lhew  "em. 

Lord  Ftcib.  He,  he,  he,  I  fwear  that's  fo  very  pretty,  I 
Can't  forbear. 

C.tre  1  raid  a.  quibble  bears  more  fway  in  your  Lord- 
Chip's  face,  than  a  jeft. 

Lord  Touch.  Sir  Paul,  if  you  pleafe  we'll  retire  to  the 
ladies,  and  drink  a  difh  of  tea,  to  fettle  our  heads. 

Sir  Paul.  With  all  my  heart. Mr  BrUk,  you'll 

come  to  us, or  call  me  when  you  joke,  I'll  be  ready  to. 

laugh  incontinently. 

SCENE       V. 
MELLEFONT,   CARELESS,    Lord   FROTH,    BRISK*. 

Mel.    But  does  your  Lordfliip  never  fee  comedies  ? 

Lord   f'rcth.  O  yes,  fomctimes But  I  never  laugh, 

Mel.    No? 

Lord  'Froth.   Oh  no — Never  laugh  indeed,  Sir. 

Care-    No!     why  what  do  you  go  there  ibr  ? 

Lord  Froth.  To  diftinguifli  myfelf  from  the  commonal 
ty,  and  mortify  the  potts ;  the  fellows  grow  fo  conceited,, 
when  any  of  their  foolifli  wit  prevails  upon  the  fide- 
boxes— 1  fwcar,  .  He,  he,  he,  1  have  often  conflrain'd. 

my  inclinations  to  laugh,-^ He,  he,  he,  to  avoid  giving 

them  encouragement. 

Mfl.  You  are  cruel  to  yourfelf,  my  Lord,  as  well  a». 
to  them. 
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Lord  Froth.  I  confefs  1  did  myfelf  feme  violence  at  firft  ; 
but  now,  ]  think  f  have  conquer 'd  it. 

Brisk.  Let  m<r  peri f!i,  my  Lord,  but  there  fs  fomething 
Tery  particular  in  the  humour  ;  'tis  true,  it  makes  againfl 
•wit,  and  I'm  forry  for  Come  friends  of  mine  that  write, 
but — I'gad,  I  love  to  be  maliciou?-— Nay,  dnce  take  me-, 

there's    wit   in't  too And   wit  muft  be   foil'd  by  wit ; 

cut  a  diamond  with  a  diamond  ;    no  other  way,    I'gad. 

Lord  Frsth.  Oh,  I  thought  you  would  not  be  long  before 
you  found  out  the  wit. 

Care.  Wit  !  In  what  ?  where  the  devil's  the  wit,  in  not 
laughing  when  a  man  has  a  mind  to't. 

Brisk-   O  Lord,    why  can't   you  find   it  out    ? Why 

there  'tis,   in  the  not    laughing Don't  you    apprehend 

me  !-•— Vly    t.ord,    Carelefs  is  a    very  honeft  fellow,   but 

harkce, you  underfland  me,  fomewhat   heavy,   a  littlt 

fli  a  I  low,   or  fo. Why    I'll   tell   you  now,    fuppofe  now 

you  come  tip  to  me — Nay,  pr\thee,  Carelefs,  be  iiiQmdb- 
ed.  Stinpofe,  as  I  was  faying,  you  come  up  to  me  holding 

your  fides,  and    laughing,   as  if   you    would Well 1 

look  grave,  and  a/k  the  caufe  of  this  immoderate  mirth 
- — you  laugh  on  flill,  and  are  not  able  to  tell  me — iitill 
I  look  grave,  not  fo  much  as  fmile. — 

CW.  Smile,  no,  what  the  devil  fliould  you  frnile  at, 
•when  you  fuppofe  I  can't  tell  yoti^! 

Briik.    Plbaw.   pfhaw,  pr'ythee   don't   interrupt   me. 

But  I  tell  \ou,  you  Hiall  tell  me—at  laft But  it   fhall 

be  a  great  while  (irfl. 

Ca>e.  Well,  but  pr'vthee  don't  let  it  be  a  great  while,, 
becaufe  1  'Jong  to  have  k  over. 

Jfrnk.  Weil  then,  you  tell  me  fome  good  jeft,  or  very 
witty  thing,  laughing  all  the  while,  ae  if  you.  were  ready 

to  d  e-  and  f  hear  i't,  and  look  thus Would  not  you  be 

di  jippointed  ? 

C.re.  No;  for  if  it  were  a  witty  thing,  I  fliould  not 
expect  you  to  undcrftand  it. 

/•>$//'.    O  foy,  Mr   Carelefs ,  all  the  world  allows 
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Mr  Biifk  10  have  wit,  my  wife  fays  he  has  a  great  deal. 
I  hope  you  will  think  her  a  judge. 

Bruk.   Pooh,  my  Lord,  his  voue  goes  for  nothing. 

I  can't  tell  how  to  make  him  apprehend. —  Take  it  t'other 
way.     duppofe  I  fay  a  witty  thing  to  you  ? 

Care.  Then  I  fhall  be  difappointed  indeed. 

Mel.  Let  him  alone,  Britk,  he  is  obitinately  bent  not 
to  be  inftrucled. 

Bri'.k.  I'm  forry  for  him,  the  deuce  take  me. 

Hid.  Shall  we  go  to  the  ladies,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Frcth.  With  all  my  heart,  methinks  we  are  a  foli- 
tude  without  'em. 

Mel.   Or,  what  fay  you  to  another  bottle  of  champagne  ? 

Lurd  Froth  O,  for  the  univerfe,  not  a  drop  more  I  be- 
feech  you.  O  intemperate!  I  have  a  flufhing  in  my  face 
already.  [Ticket  out  a  paekrt-flafi,  and  lorti  l,i  it. 

Brisk.  Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  my  Lord,  I  broke  my 
glafs  that  was  in  the  lid  of  my  fnuff-box.  Hum!  Deuce 
.-take  me,  I  have  encouraged  a  .pimple  here  too. 

{Takes  the  glafs,  and  looks. 

Lord  Froth.  Then  you  muft  mortify  him  with  a  patch-; 
ny  wife  (hall  fupply  you.  Come,  gentlemen,  attt/iu,  here 
is  company  coming. 

-SCENE       VT. 
Lady    TOUCHWOOD    and    M  A  S  K.  W  E  L  L. 

Lady  Touch.  I'll  hear  no  more. "iTare  falfe  and  un 
grateful  ;  come,  I  know  you  falfe. 

Maik.  I  have  been  frail,  I  confefs,  Madam,  for  your  la- 
dyfhip's  fervice. 

Lady  Touch.  That  I  fliould  truft  a  man,  whom  I  had 
known  betray  his  friend. 

J\Lnk.  What  friend  have  I  betray'd  ?  or  to  whom  ? 

Lady  Touch.  Your  fond  friend  Mellefont,  and  to  me ; 
can  you  deny  it  ? 

Matik.  I  do  not. 

Lady  Touch.  Have  you  not  wrong'd  my  lord,  who  "has 
.been  a  father  to  you  in  your  wants,  and  given  you  being? 
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Have  you  not  wrong'd  him  in  the  higheft  manner,  in  his 
bed? 

Mask.  With  your  ladyfhip's  help,  and  for  your  fcrvice, 

as    I  told  you  before.     1  can't  deny  that  neither. Any 

thing  more,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Touch  More!  Audacious  villain.  O,  what's  more, 
is  moft  my  fliame. Have  you  not  difhonour'd  me  ? 

M  :sk.  No,  that  I  den-y;  for  I  never  told  in  all  my  lifer 
fo  that  accnfation's  anfwer'd;  on  to  the  neit. 

Lady  Tench.  Death,  do  you  dally  with  my  paffion  ?  In- 

foltnt  devil  !   But  have   a- care, Provoke  me  not ;  for, 

by  the  eternal  fire,  you  lhall  not  'fcape  my  vengeance. — 
Calm  villain  !  How  unconcern'd  he  ftands,  confeffing 
treachery  and  ungrrititude !  Is  there  a  vice  more  black  ! 
— O,  I  have  excufes,  thoufands  for  my  faults  ;  fire  in  my 
temper,  pailions  in  my  foul,  apt  to  ev'ry  provocation;  op- 
prefs'd  at  once  with  love,  and  with  defpair.  But  a  fedate, 
a  thinking  villain,  whofe  black  blood  runs  temperately 
'bad,  what  cxcufe  can  dear  ? 

Mask.  Will  you  be  in  temper,  Madam  !  I  would  not 
talk  not  to  be  heard.  I  have  been  [She -walks  about  d-forctered.'] 
a  very  great  rogue  for  your  fake,  and  you  reproach  me 
with  it ;  I  am  ready  to  he  a  rogue  ftill,  to  do  you  fervicc  ; 
-and  you  are  flinging  confcience  and  honour  in  my  face,  to 
rebate  my  inclinations.  How  am  I  to  behave  myfelf? 
You  know  I  am  your  creature,  my  life  and  fortune  in  your 
power;  to  difoblige  you,  brings  me  certain  ruin.  Allow 
it  I  would  betray  you,  I  would  not  be  a  traitor  to  myfelf: 
I  don't  pretend  to  honefty,  becaufe  you  know  I  am  a  raf- 
cal :  but  1  would  convince  you  from  the  necefCty  of  my 
being  firm  to  you. 

Lady  Touch.  Neceffity,  impudence  !  Can  no  gratitude  in 
cline  you,  no  obligations  touch  you  ?  Have  not  my  for-^ 
tune,  and  my  perfon  been  fubje&ed  to  your  pleafure?  Were 
you  not  in  the  nature  of  a  fervant,  and  have  not  I  in  ef- 
fe£t  made  you  lord  of  all,  of  me,  and  of  my  lord  ?  Where 
is  that  humble  love,  that  languilhing,  that  adoration,  which, 
once  was  paid  me,  and  everlastingly  en^ag'd  .' 

3, 
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Mask.  Fix'd,  rooted  in  my  heart,  whence  nothing  can 


remove  'em,  yet  you 

Lady  Ts'ich,  Yet,  what  yet  ? 

Mask.  Nay,  mifconceive  me  not,  Madam,  when. I  fay 
I  have  had  a  generous  and  a  faithful  pa  (lion,  which  you 
had  never  favour 'd,  but  through  revenge  and  policy. 

Lady  Touch.  Ha ! 

MJJ*.  Look  you,  Madam,  we  are  alone Pray  con 
tain  yourfelf,  and  hear  me  You  know  you  lov'd  your 
nephew,  when  1  firft  figh'd  for  you  ;  I  quickly  found  it : 
an  argument  that  I  lov'd;  for  with  that  art  you  veil'd 
your  paillon,  'twas  imperceptible  to  all  but  jealous  eyes. 
This  difcovery  made  me  bold:  I  conftfs  it;  for  by  it,  I 
thought  you  in  my  power,  i'our  nephew's  fcorn  of  you 
added  to  my  hopes ;  I  watch'd  the  occafion,  and  took  you, 
juft  repulfed  by  him,  warm  at  once  with  love  and  indig 
nation;  your  difpoiltiou.,  my  argument?,  and  happy  oppor 
tunity,  accomplilli'd  my  defign  ;  1  prefs'd  the  yielding  mi 
nute,  and  was  blefs'd.  How  I  have  lov'd  you  fince,  wuids 
have  not  {hewn,  then  how  fliould  words  exprefs  ? 

Lady  Touch.  Well,  mollifying  devil ! And  have  I  not 

met  your  love  with  forward  fire  ? 

Mcsk.  Your  zeal,  I  grant,  was  ardent,  but  mifplac'd; 
there  was  revenge  in  view:  that  woma  )'s  idol  had  defii'd. 
the  temple  of  the  God,  and  love  was  made  a  mock-wor- 

fliip. A  fon  and  heir  would  have  edg'd  young  Melle- 

font  upon  the  brink  of  ruin,  and  left  him  none  but  you 
to  catch  at  for  prevention. 

Lady  Touch.  Again,  provoke  me!  Do  you  wind  me  like 
a  latum,  only  to  rouze  my  own  ftill'd  foul  for  your  diver- 
fion  ?  Confufion! 

Mask.  Nay,  Madam,  I'm  gone,  if  you  relapfe. 

What  needs  this  ?  I  fay  nothing  but  what  you  yourfelf, 
in  open  hours  of  love,  have  told  me.  Why  fbould  you 
deny  it?  Nay,  hoxv  can  you  ?  Is  not  all  this  prefent  heat 
owing  to  the  fame  fire?  Do  you  not  love  him  ftill  ?  How 
have  I  this  day  cffeuded  you,  but  in  not  breaking  off  his 

VOL.  I.  JL 
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match  with  Cynthia  ?  which  ere  to-morrow  {hall  be  done, 
had  you  but  patience. 

Lady  Touch.  How,  what  faid  you,  MalkweSl  ? — Another 
caprice  to  unwind  my  temper  ? 

JMask.  By  Heav'n,  no;  I  am  your  Have,  the  flave  of  all 
your  pleafures  ;  and  will  not  reft  till  I  have  given  you 
peace,  would  you  fuffer  me. 

Lady  Touch.  O,  Mafkwell,  in  vain  do  I  difguife  me  fr«m 
thce,  thou  know'ft  me,  know'ft  the  very  inmoft  wind 
ings  and  recefles  of  my  foul. — Oh  Mellefont!  I  burn;  mar 
ried  to-morrow!  Defpair  (hikes  me.  Yet  my  foul  knows 
I  hate  him  too  :  let  him  but  once  be  mine,  and  next  mo- 
rcent  immediate  ruin  feize  him. 

Mask.  Compofe  yourfelf,  you  fliall  pofTefi>  and  ruin  him 
too. Will  that  pleafe  you? 

Lady  Touch.  How,  how  ?  thou  dear,  thou  precious  vil 
lain,  how? 

Mask.  You  have  already  been  tampering  with  my  Lady 
Plyant  ? 

Lady  Touch,  I  have  f  {lie  is  ready  for  any  impreffion  I 
think  fit, 

Mask.  Shemuftbe  thoroughly  perfuaded,  that  Mellefont 
loves  her. 

LadyTcaci.  She  is  fo  credulous  that  way  naturally,  and 
likes  him  fo  well,  that  flic  will  believe  it  fafter  than  I  can 
pcrfuade  her.  But  I  don't  fee  what  you  can  propofe  from 
fuch  a  trifling  deiign ;  for  her  fir  ft  converfing  with  Melle 
font  will  convince  her  of  the  contrary. 

Mask.  I  know  it. 1  don't    depend   upon  it But 

it  will  prepare  fomething  elfe ;  and  gain  us  leifure  to  lay  a 
ftronger  plot :  if  I  gain  a  little  time,  I  fliall  not  want  con 
trivance.  » 

One  minute  gives  invention  to  deftroy; 
\Vhat  to  rebuild,  will  a  whole  age  employ. 
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A  C  T    II.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Lady  FROTH    and   CYNTHIA. 

C  V  N  T  H   I  A. 

jNDEED,  Madam!  Is  it  poilible  your  Ladyfliijf  could 

have  been  fo  much  in  love  ? 

Lord  Froib.  I  could  not  fleep  one  wink  for  three  weeks 
together. 

Cjn.  Prodigious !  I  wonder  want  of  fleep,  and  fo  much 
love,  and  fo  much  wit  as  your  Ladyfhip  has,  did  not  turn 
your  brain. 

Lady  Froth.  O  my  dear  Cynthia,  you  mufl  not  rally  your 

friend, but  really,  as  you  fay,  I  wonder  too — but  then 

I  had  a  way — fur  between  you  and  1,    I  had  \vhimfies  and 
vapours,  but  I  gave  them  vent. 

Cyn.  How  pray,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Froth.  O  I  writ,  writ  abundantly, do  you 

never  write  ? 

CVK.  Write,  what  ? 

Lady  Froth.  Songs,  elegies,  fatires,  encomiums,  p:.negy- 
rics,  lampoons,  plays,  or  heroic  poems. 

Cyn.  O  Lord,  not  1,  Madam ;  I'm  content  to  be  a  cour 
teous  reader. 

Lady  Froth.  O  inconfiftent !  in  love,  and  not  write?  if 
my  Lord  and  I  had  been  both  of  your  temper,  we  haJ  -ne 
ver  come  together — O  blefs  me!  what  a  fad  thing  would 
that  have  been,  if  my  Lord  and  I  ihould  never  have  met! 

Cyn.  Then  neither  my  Lord  nor  you  would  ever  have 
met  with  your  match,  on  my  confcience. 

Lady  Froth.  O'  my  confcience  no  more  we  fliould  ;  thou 
fay'ft  right;  for  fure  my  Lord  Froth  is  as  fine  a  gentleman 
and  as  much  a  man  of  quality!  Ah,  nothing  at  all  of  the 
common  air — I  think  1  may  fay  he  wants  nothing  but  a. 
blue  ribbon  and  a  (tar  to  make  him  .Tune,  the  very  pbof- 
phorus  of  our  hemifphere  :  do  you  underitaud  thofe  two 
bard  words  ?  If  you  don't,  I'll  explain  'cm  to  you. 
L  * 
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Cyn.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  I'm  not  fo  ignorant at  leaft  1 

won't  own  it,  to  be  troubled  with  your  inftru&ioiu. 

[/I fide, 

Lady  Froth.  Nay,  I  bfg  your  pardon  ;  but  being  deriv'd 
from  the  Greek,  I  thought  you  might  have  efcap'd  the 
etymology But  I'm  the  more  amaz'd  to  find  you  a  wo 
man  of  letters,  and  not  write  !  blefs  me  !  how  can  Melle- 
font  believe  you  love  him  ? 

Cti\  Why  faith,  Madam,  he  that  won't  take  my  word, 
ihall  never  have  it  under  my  hand. 

Lady  Froib.  I  vow  Mellefont's  a  pretty  gentleman,  but 
fnethinks  he  wants  a  manner. 

Cv?\  A  manner!  what's  that,  Madam? 

Lady  F<-cth.  Some  diftinguifhing  quality,  as  for  example, 
the  bellsir  or  brillant  of  Mr  Brifk ;  the  folemnity,  yet 
complaisance  of  my  Lord,  or  fomething  of  his  own  that 
fhould  look  a  little  je  ne  Jcay  quoy  ;  he  is  too  much  a  medi 
ocrity,  in  my  mind. 

Cin.  He  does  not  indeed  afFe&  either  pertnefs  or  forma 
lity,  for  which  I  like  him ;  here  he  comes. 

Lady  Frotb.  And  my  Lord  with  him ;  pray  obferve  the 
difiucnce. 


SCENE       II. 

[Vo  Ifiem']  Lord  FHOTH,  MELLZF  O  NT  and  BRISK. 

Cyn.  Impertinent  creature!  I  could  almoft  be  angry  with 
her  now.  [dfide. 

Lady  Fret1).  My  I  ord,  I  have  been  telling  Cynthia,  how 
much  I  have  been  in  love  with  you,  I  fwear  I  have;  I'm 
not  afham'd  to  own  it  now  ;  Ah,  it  makes  my  heart  leap,. 
I  vow,  I  figh  when  I  think  on't ;  my  dear  Lord,  ha,  ha, 
ha,  do  you  remember,  my  Lord  ? 

[Squeezes  him  by  tie  hand,  looki  kindly  ea 
.kiniifyhs,  and  then  laughs  suf. 
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Lord  Froth.  Pleafant  creature!  perfectly  well,  ah!  that 
look,  ay,  there  it  is  ;  who  could  refift  !  'twas  fo  my  heart 
ivas  made  a  captive,  and  ever  fincc  't  has  been  in  love  with 
happy  flavery. 

Lady  Froth.  O  that  tongue!  that  dear  deceitful  tongue! 
that  charming  foftnefs  in  your  mcin  and  your  expreffion  ! 
and  then  your  bow  !  Good  my  Lord,  bow  as  you  did  when 

1  gave  you  my  picture  ;  here,  fuppofe  this  my  pidbure 

[Gives  him  a  pocket-glafs.]  Pray  mind  my  Lord;  ah,  he 
bows  charmingly;  nay,  my  Lord,  you  ihan't  kifs  it  fo 
much,  I  fhall  grow  jealous,  I  VOAV  now. 

[He  bo-ws  profoundly  low,  then  tlffcs  the  glafs. 

Lord  Froth.  I  faw  myfelf  there,  and  kifs'd  it  for  your 
fake. 

Lady  Froth.  Ah,  gallantry  to   the  laft  degree Mr 

Briik,  you're  a  judge  ;  was  ever  any  thing  fo  well  bred  as 
my  Lord  ? 

Brijk.  Never  any  thing  but  your  Ladyfliip,  let  me 
perifli. 

Lady  Froth.  O  prettily  turn'd  again  ;  let  me  die  but  you 
have  a  great  deal  of  wit :  Mr  Mellefont,  don't  you  think 
Mr  Brifk  has  a  world  of  wit  ? 

Mel.  O  yes,  Madam. 

Jirhk.  O  dear  Madam 

Lady  Froth.  An  infinite  deal. 

F-risk.  O  Heavens,  Madam- 


Lady  Froth.  More  wit  than  any  body. 

Brisk.  I'm  everlaftingly  your  humble  fervant,  deuce  take 
me,  Madam. 

Lord  Froth.  Don't  you  think  us  a  happy  couple  ? 

Cyn.  I  vow,  my  Lord,  I  think  you  the  happiefl  couple 
in  the  world,  for  you're  not  only  happy  in  one  another 
and  when  you  are  together,  but  happy  in  yourfelves,  and 
by  yourfelves. 

Lord  Frcth.  I  hope  Mellefont  will  make  a  good  hiifband 
too. 

Cyn.  "Pis  my  intcreft  Co  believe  he  will,  rny  Lord. 
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"Lord  Froth.  D'ye  think  he'll  love  you  as  well  as  I  do  my 
wife  ,'m  afraid  not. 

Cvn.  1  believe  he'll  love  me  better. 

Lord  Froth.  Heavens  !  that  can  never  be ;  but  why  d>> 
you  think  fo  ? 

C\n  Eecaufe  he  has  not  fo  much  reafon  to  be  fond  of 
himfclf. 

Lord  Firth.  O  your  humble  fervant  for  that,  dear  Mar 
dam;  wetl,  Mellefont,  you'll  be  a  happy  creature. 

MeL  Ay,  my  Lotd,  I  fhall  have  the  iame  reafon  for  my 
happinefs  that  your  Lordiliip  has,  I  fhall  think  myfelf 
happy. 

Lord  Froth.  Ah,  that's  all. 

Brisk.  To  Laflf  Froth.]  Your  T.adyfhip's  in  the  right ; 
but  I'gad  I'm  wholly  turn'd  into  fiitire.  I  confefs  I  write 
but  feldom.  but  when  I  do — keen  iambics  I'gad.  But  my 
Lord  was  telling  me,  your  Ladyfhip  has  made  an  cffay 
toward  an  heroic  poem. 

Lady  Frtta.  Did  my  I  ord  tell  you?  yes.  I  vow,  and  the 
fubjedt  is  my  Lord's  Icve  to  me.  And  what  do  you  think 

I  call  it  ?  I  dare  fwear  you  won't  guefs The  Sillabub; 

ha,  ha,  ha. 

Brisk    Becaufe  my  lord's   title's  Froth,  I'gad;  ha;  ha, 
ha,  deuce  take  me,  very  a  propoi  and  furprifing,  ha,,  ha,  ha, 
Lady  Froth,  He,  ay,  is  it  not  ? and  then  1  call  my 
felf  ? 

J3r'sk.  I.acYilla,  may  be — 'gad  I  cannot  tell. 
Lady  Froth.  Biddy,  that's  all ;  juft  my  own  name. 
J5nj.fr.   Biddy!  I'gad  very  pretty — deuce  take  rae  if  your 
Ladyfhip  has  not  the  art  of  furprifing  the  moft  naturally 
in  the  world— —T  hope  you  will   make  me  happy  in  comr 
mnnicating  the  poem.  , 

Lady  Froth.  O  you  rnuft  be  rny  confident,   I  mufl  afk 
your  advice. 

Brik.  I'm  your  humble  fervant,   let  me   perifh 1 

prefume  your  Ladyflup  has  read  BofTu  ? 

Lady  Froth.  O  yes,  and  Uapin,  and  Dacier  upon  Ariflotle 
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and  Horace My  Lord,  you  muft  not  be  jealous,  I'm 

communicating  all  to  Mr  Briflc. 

Lord  Froth.  No,  no,  I'll  all  >w  Mr  Brifk  ;  have  you  no» 
thing  about  you  to  (hew  him,  my  dear  ? 

Lady  Fro-b.  Yes,  I  believe  I  have Mr  Brifk,  come, 

•will  you  go  into  the  next  room,  and  there  I'll  fiiew  you 
what  I  have. 

Lord  Froth.  I'll  walk  a  turn  in  the  garden,  and  come  to 
you. 

SCENE       III. 
MELLEFONT,    CYNTHIA.. 

Mfl.  You're  thoughtful,  Cynthia  ? 

Cyn.  I'm  thinking,  though  marriage  makes  man  and  wife 
one  flefli,  it  leaves  them  flill  two  fools  ;  and  they  become 
more  confpicuous  by  fetting  off  one  another. 

Mel.  That's  only  when  two  fools  meet,  and  their  follie* 
are  oppos'd 

Cyn.  Nay,  I  have  known  two  wits  meet,  and  by  the  op- 
pofition  of  their  wit,  render  thtmfelves  as  ridiculous  as 
fools.  'Tis  an  odd  game  we're  going  to  play  at  ;  what 
think  you  of  drawing  flake?,  and  giving  over  in  time  ? 

Mel.  No,  hang't,  that's  not  endeavouring  to  win,  becaufe 
it's  poffible  we  may  lofe;  fince  we  have  ilmCled  and  cut, 
let's  e'en  turn  up  trump  now. 

Cyn.  Then  1  find  it's  like  cards,  if  either  of  us  have  a 
good  hand  it  is  an  accident  of  Fortune 

Mel.  No,  marriage  is  rather  like  a  game  at  bowls;  for 
tune  indeed  makes  the  match,  and  the  two  neareft,  and 
fometimes  the  two  farthefla  re  together  ;  but  the  game  de 
pends  entirely  upon  judgment. 

Cyn.  Still  it  is  a  game,  and  confequcntly  one  of  us  mufi 
be  a  lofer. 

Me/.  Not  at  all;  only  a  friendly  trial  of  fkill,   and  the 

winnings  to  be  laid  out  in   an  entertainment. Wh'at's 

here,  the  mufic  !  Oh,  my  Lord  has  promjfed  the  company 
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a  new  fong,  we'll  get  'em  to  give  it  us  by  the  way.  \_\Tufi* 
clam  croffing  the  Jiage.]  Pray  let  us  have  the  favour  of  you, 
to  praclife  the  fong  before  the  company  hear  it. 

SONG. 
I. 

Cynthia  frowns  whene'er  I  -woo  her, 
Yet  Jhe'i  vext  if  J  give  over; 
Much  fae  fears  IJlouLl  undo  her, 
But  much  more  to  loft  her  lover  : 
Thus  in  doubting  /he  refujci; 
And  not  -winning,  thus  Jke  lofes. 

ir. 

Pr'ythte,  Cynthia,  look  behind  you, 
A^e  and  -wrinkles  will  o'ertake  yout 
Then,  too  late,  dejire  -will  find  you, 
When  the  poiver  mufl  for  fake  you . 
Think,  0  think,  o"  tin  fad  condition, 
To  be  faft,  yet  vi/h  fruition. 

Mel.  You  fliall  have  my  thanks  below. 

[To  the  Miifu,  they  go  out, 

SCENE       IV. 
£n  themy  Sir   PAUL   P  L  Y  A  N  T,    and   Lady    P  L  Y  A  N  T. 

Sir  Paul.  Gadfbud  !  I  am  provok'd  into  a  fermentation,, 
as  my  Lady  Froth  fays;  was  ever  the  like  read  of  in  ftory  ? 

Lady  Plyant.  Sir  Paul,  have  patience ;   let  me    alone  to 
rattle  him  up. 

Sir  Paul.  Pray  your  Ladyfhip  give  me  leave  to  be  angry 

I'll  rattle  him  up  I  warrant  you.    I'll  firk  him  with  a 

Certiorari. 

Lady  Plyunt.  You  firk  him  !  I'll  firk  him  myfelf ;  pray, 
Sir  Paul,  hold  you  contented. 

Cyn.  Blefs  me,  what  makes  my  father  in  fuch  a  paffion  J 
1  never  faw  him  thus  before. 
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Sir  Paul.  Hold  yourfelf  contented,  my  Lady  Plyant——— 
I  ti  d  paffion  coming  upon  me  by  inflation,  and  1  cannot 
fubmit  as  formerly,  therefore  give  way. 

Lady  Plyant.  How  now,  will  you  be  pleafed  to  retire,  and— 

Sir  Paul.  No,  marry,  will  I  ndt  be  pleaied  ;  I  am  pleafed 
to  be  angry,  that's  my  pleafure  at  this  time. 

Mel    What  can  this  mean  ? 

Lady  Plyant.  Gad's  my  life,  the  man's  diflradted,  \vhy 
how  now,  who  are  you  ?  What  am  I  ?  Slidikins,  can't  I 
govern  you  ?  What  did  I  marry  you  for  ?  Am  1  not  to  be 
abfolute  and  uncontrolable  ?  Is  it  fit  a  woman  of  my  fpi- 
tit  and  conduct,  Aiould  be  contradicted  iu  a  matter  of  this 
concern  ?  • 

Sir  Paul.    It   concerns  me,  and    only   me  ; Befides, 

I'm  not  to  be  govern'd  at  all  times.  When  I  am  in  tran 
quillity,  my  Lady  Plyant  ihall  command  Sir  Paul;  but 
when  I'm  provok'd  to  fury,  I  cannot  incorporate  with  pa 
tience  and  reafon, as  fooD  may  tigers  match  with 

tigers,  lambs  with  lambs,  and  every  creature  couple  with 
its  foe,  as  the  poet  lays. 

Lady  Pliant,  lie's  hot-headed  ftill !  'Tis  in  vain  to  talk 
to  you  ;  but  remember  I  have  a  curtain  le&urc  for  you> 
you  difobedient  headftrong  brute. 

Sir  Paul.  No.  Tis  becaufe  I  won't  be  a  brute,  and  havt 

my  head  fortify'd,   that    I  am  thus  exaiperated But 

I  will  protect  my  honour,  and  yonder  is  the  violator  of 
my  fame 

Lady  P'yar.t.  'Tis  my  honour  that  is  concern'd,  and  the 
violation  was  intended  to  me.  Yoyr  honour  '  You  have  none 
but  what  is  in  my  keeping,  and  1  can  difpofe  of  it  when  I 
pleafe Therefore  don't  provoke  me. 

Sir  Paul.    Hum,  Gadfbud,  fhe    fays   true Well,  my 

Lady,  march  on,  I  will  fight  under  you  then  :  I  am  con 
vinced,  as  far  as  paffion  will  permit. 

[Led-,  Plyant  and  Sir  Paul  cornt  up  to  Mellefontt 

Lady  Plyant.  Inhuman  and  treacherous 

Sir  Paul.    Thou    ferpcnt  and   firfl  tempter   of  woman- 
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Cyn.  Blcfs  me  !  Sir ;  Madam ;  what  mean  you  ? 
Sir  Paul.    Thy,  Thy,  come  away  Thy,  touch  him  not  ; 
come  hither,  girl,    go  not  near  him,  there's  nothing  but 
deceit  about  him ;  fnakes  are  in  his  peruke,  and  the  cro 
codile  of  Nilus  in  his  belly* ;  he  will  eat  thce  up  alive. 
Lady  Plyar.i.  Di (honourable,    impudent  creature  ! 
Mel.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  Madam,  to  whom  do  you  di 
rect  this  language  ! 

l.ady  Pfyant.  Have  I  behav'dmyfelf  with  all  the  decorum 
and  nicety  befitting  the  perfon  of  Sir  Paul's  wife  ?  Have  I 
preferv'd  my  honour  as  it  were  in  a  fnow-houfe  for  thefe 
three  years  paft  ?  Have  I  been  white  and  unfully'd  even 
by  Sir  Paul  himfelf  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Nay,  (he  has  been  an  invincible  wife,  even  to 
me;  that's  the  truth  on't. 

Lady  Plyant.  Have  I,   I  fay,  preferv'd  tnyfelf,  like  a  fair 

fheet  of  paper,  for  you  to  make  a  blot  upon  ? 

S\f  P,u!.  And  fhe  ihall  make  a  firnile  with  any  woman 
in  .England. 

Mel.  I  am  fo  amaz'd,  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 
Sir  Pau!*  Do  you  think  my  daughter,  this  pretty  crea 
ture;  Gadfbud,  flic's  a  wife  for  a  cherubim  do  you  think 
her  fit  for  nothing  but  to  be  a  (talking  horfe  to  ftand  be 
fore  you,  while  you  take  aim  at  my  wife;  Gad/bud,  1  was 
never  angry  befjre  in  my  lifej  aud  I'll  never  be  appeas'd 
again. 

Mel.  Hell  and  damnation!  this  is  iny  aunt ;  fuch  ma 
lice  can  be  engendered  no  where  elfc.  \_A\i<.'e. 
l.ady  Plyant.  Sir  Paul,  take  Cynthia  from  his  fight ;  leave 
me  to  ftrike  him  with  the  remorfe  of  his  intended  crime. 
Cyn.  Pray,  Sir,  flay,  hear  him ;   I  dare  a3irm  he's  inno 
cent. 

Sir  Paul.    Innocent !    Why  hark'ye,    come  hither  Thy, 

hark'ye,  I  had  it  from  his  aunt,  my  lifter  Touchwood 

Gadfbud,  he  does  not  care  a  farthing  for  any  thing  of  thee, 
but  thy  portion  :  why,  he's  in  love  with  my  wife  ;  he 
would  have  tantaliz  d  thce,  and  made  a  cuckold  of  thy 
poor  father, — and  that  would  certainly  have  broke  my  heart 
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•—I'm  fure  if  ever  1  fhould  have  horns,  they  would  kill 
me ;  they  would  never  come  kindly,  I  lliould  die  of  'em, 

iike  a  child  that  was  cutting  his  teeth 1  fliould  indeed, 

Thy, therefore  come  away  ;  but  Providence   has  pre 
vented  all.  therefore  come  away,  when  i  bid  you. 
Cyn.  I  muft  obey. 

SCENE       V. 
Lady    P  L  Y  A  N  T,     MELLEFONT. 

T.ady  Phant.  O,  fuch  a  thing  !  the  impiety  of  it  ftartles 
me — to  wrong  fo  good,  fo  fair  a  creature,  and  one  that 
loves  you  tenderly ;  'tis  a  barbarity  of  barbarities,  and 
nothing  could  be  guilty  of  it 

Mel.  But  the  greateft  villain  imagination  can  form.  I 
grant  it;  and  next  to  the  villainy  of  fuch  a  fact:  is  the  vil 
lainy  of  afperling  me  with  the  guilt.  How  ?  which  way 
was  I  to  wrong  her  ?  For  yet  I  underhand  you  not. 

Lady  Phant.  Why,  Gads  my  life,  coufin  Meilefont,  you 
eannot  be  fo  peremptory  as  to  deny  it,  when  I  tax  ,cu 
with  it  to  your  face;  for,  now  iir  Paul's  gone,  vouare 
corum  aotus. 

Mel.  By  Heav'n,  I  love  her  more  than  life,  er • 

I  ady  Piyant.  Fiddle,  faddle,  don't  teil  me  of  this  and  thar, 
and  ev~ry  thing  in  the  world,  but  give  me  mathemacular 
demonftration ,  anfwer  me  diredtly But  I  have  not  pa 
tience O!  the  impiety  of  it,  as  I  was  frying,  and 

the  unparalltl'd  wickednefs  !  Merciful  Father!  how  could 
you  think  to  reverfe  nature  fo,  to  make  the  daughter  the 
means  of  procuring  the  mother  ? 

Mel.  The  daughter  to  procure  the  mother  ! 

Lady  Plyant.  Ay,  for  tho'  [  am  not  Cynthia's  own  mother, 
I  am  her  father's  wife ;  and  that's  near  enough  to  make  it 
inceft. 

Mel.  Inceft  !  O  my  precious  aunt,  and  the  devil  in  con- 
jumftion  !  !  ."(lie, 

Lady  Phant.  O  reflect  upon  the  horror  of  that,  and  then 
the  guilt  of  deceiving  every  body ;  marrying  the  daughter, 
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onUr  to  make  a  cuckold  of  the  father;  and  then  feducing 
me,  debauching  my  purity,  and  perverting  me  from  the  road 
of  virtue,  in:  which  I  have  trod  thus  long  and  never  made 
one  trip,  not  one  faux  pis;  O  conuder  it,  what  would  you 
have  to  anfwer  for,  if  you  fhould  provoke  me  to  frailty? 
Alas !  humanity  is  feeble,  dtav'a  knows !  very  feeble, 
and  unable  to  fupport  itfelf. 

Mrl.  W  here  am  1 !  Is  it  day  ?  and  am  I  awake  ?  Ma 
dam 

Lady  Pyant    And  nobody  knows  how  circumftances  may 

happen  together. To  my  thinking,  now,    I  could  rtfift 

the  ftrongcfttem>>tation But  yet  I  know,  'tis  impoffible 

for  me  to  know  whether  I  could  or  not;  there's  nocertaiu- 
ty  in  the  things  of  this  life. 

M«7.  Madam,  pray  give  me  leave  to  a(k  you  one  que- 
ftion.— — 

Lady  Plyant.  O  Lord,  afk  me  the  queftion,  I'll  fwear  I'll 

refult  it;  1  fwear  I'll  deny  it therefore  don't  afk  me, 

nay,  you  fhan't  afk  me  ;  I  fwear  I'll  deny  it.  O  gemini, 
you  have  brought  all  the  blood  into  my  face  ;  I  warrant  I 
am  as  red  as  a  Turky-cock  ;  O  fy,  coufin  Mtlkfont. 

Mtl.  Nay,  Madam,  hear  me;   Imean 

Lady  Pita  t.   Hear  you,  no,  no;   I'll  deny  you  firft,  and 
hear  you  afterward      For  one  does  not  know  how  one's 

iriind  may  change  upon  hearing Hearing  is  one  of  the 

fences,  and  all  the  fenfes  are  fallible;  I  won't  truft  my 
honour,  I  affure  you,  my  honour  is  infallible  and  uncom- 
atable. 

A'j/    For  Heaven's  fake.   Madam 

Lady  Phi-:t.    O  name  it  no  more Blefs  me,  how  can 

you  talk  of  heav'n  !   and  have  fo  much  wickednefs  in  your 

heart ;   May  be  you  don't  think  it  a  fin. They  fay  fomc 

of  you  gentlemen  don't  think  it  a  fin. May  be  it  is  no 

fin  to   thfm   that   don't    think  it  fo;  indeed,   if  I  did  not 

think  it  a  fin But  (till  my  honour,  if  it  were  no  fin • 

But  then,  to  marry  my  daughter,  for  the  conveniency  of 
frequent  opportunities,  I'll  never  confent  to  that;  as  furc 
as  can  be,  I'll  break  the  match. 
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Jvfc.'.  Death  and  amazement ! Madam,  upon  my 

Itnees— — 

Lady  Plyant.  Nay,  nay,  tife  up,  come  you  {hall  fee  my 
.good  nature.  I  know  love  is  powerful,  and  no-body  can 
help  his  paflioa  :  'tis  not  your  fault;  nor  I  fwear  it  is  not 

mine. How  can  I  help  it,  if  I  have  charms  ?  and  how 

can   you  help  it  if  you  are  made  a  captive  ?  I  fxvear  it  is 

.pity  it  fhould  bea  fault. But  my  honour,- well,  but 

your  honour  too but  the  fin! well  but  theneceffity 

O  Lord,  here's '  lomc  body  coming,  I  dare  not   flay. 

Well,  you  rrwft  confider  of  your  crime;  and  drive  as  much 
-as  can  be  againft  it, llrive,  be  fure — But  don't  lie  me 
lancholic,    don't   defpair, Rut  never    tin  ,k   that    I'll 

grant  you  any  thing;  O  Lord,  no; — But  be  fure  you  lay 
afide  all  thoughts  of  the  marriage:  for  t  ho'  I  know  yojj 
don't  love  Cynthia,  only  as  a  blind  to  your  pailion  for 

me;  yet  it  will  make  me  jealous. O  Lord,  what  did  I 

fay:  Jealous!  no,  no,  I  can't  be  jealous,  for  I   muft  not 

love  you therefore  don't  hope, But   dou't    defpair 

••neither, O,  they're  coming,  I  muft  fly. 

SCENE       VI, 
MEL  LEF-0  NT   aitr.c. 

Mel.  \after  a  patife."]  So   then, — — fpite  of  my  care  an«t 

forefight,  [  am  caught,  caught  in  my  fecurity, Vet 

this  was  but  a  fhallow  artifice,  unworthy  of  my  machiavi- 
lian  aunt :  there  muft  be  wore  behind,  ihis  is  but  the 
firft  flafli,  the  printing  of  her  engine;  destruction  follows 
-hard,  ifuot  mod  pitfently  prevented. 

SCENE      VII. 
[To   him']    M  A  S  K  W  E  L  L. 

Mel  Mark-well,  welcome,   »'r    rrefence   is    a   view  of 
land,  appearing  to  my  fliipwic.k'd  hopes  ;    the  witch  has 
VOL.  I.  M 
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rais'd  the  ftorm,  and  her  miniilers  have  done  their  work; 
you  fee  the  veflels  are  parted. 

Mad.  1  know  it;  I  met  Sir  Paul  taking  away  Cynthia: 
come,  trouble  not  your  head,  Til  join  you  together  ere 
to-morrow  morning,  or  drown  between  you  in  the  at 
tempt. 

Mel.  There's  comfort  in  a  hand  ftretch'd  out,  to  one 
tlrat's  finking,  tho'  ne'er  fo  far  off. 

Mask.  No  finking,  nor  no  clanger, Come,  cheer 

up ;  why  yqu  don't  know,  that   while   F  plead  for  you, 

your  aunt  has  given  me  a  retaining  fee  : '—  Nay,  I  am 

your  greatefl  enemy,  and  flie  docs  but  journey-work  under 
•me. 

Mel.  Ha !   How's  this  ? 

Ma.ii.  What  d'ye  think  of  my  being  cmploy'd  in  the 
execution  of  all  her  plots  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha,  by  heav'n  it's  true; 
]  have  undertaken  to  break  the  match,  1  have  undertaken 
to  make  your  uncle  difmherit  you,  to  get  you  turn'd  out 

of  doors  ;  and  to Ha,   ha,   ha,  I  can't    tell   you   for 

laughing. Oh  flie  has  open'd  her  heart  to  me, 

1  am  to  turn  you  a  grazing,  and  to Ha,  ha,  ha,  marry 

Cynthia  myfelf ;  there's  a  plot  for  you. 

Mel.  Ha'   O   I   fee,    I  fee  my  rifing  fun!   light  breaks 

thro'  clouds  upon  nte,   and  I  fhall  live  in  day ()  my 

Malkwcll !  how  fliall  I  thank  or  praife  thee  :  thou  haft  out 
witted  woman. — But  ttll  me,  how  could'ft  thou  thus  get 
into  her  con.idec.ce? Ha!  how  :  But  was  it  her  con 
trivance  to  pevfuade  my  Lady  PJyant  to  this  extravagant 
belief. 

Mask.  It  was,  and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  encourag'd  it 
for  your  divei-fion  :  tho' it  made  you  a  little  uneafy  for 
the  prefent,  yet  the  reflexion  of  it  muft  needs  be  enter 
taining, 1  warrant  flie  was  very  violent  at  fiift. 

Mi-l.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ay,   ay,  a  very  fury  ;  but    I    was  moft 

afraid  of  her  violence  at  laft, If  you  had  not  come  as 

you  did,  I  don't  know  what  ilie  might  have  attempted. 

Musk.  I'a,  ha,  ha,  I  know  iu-r  tcmpci Wdl,  \nu 

muft  know  then,  that  all  my  contrivances  were  but  bubbles ; 
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till  at  laft  I  pretended  to  have  been  long  fecretly  in  love 
with  Cynthia;  that  did  my  buiiuefs  ;  that  convinced  your 
aunt,  I  might  be  trufted;  fmce  it  was  as  much  my  intertffc 
as  hers  to  break  the  match  :  then,  the  thought  my  jealousy 
might  qualify  me  to  aftift  her  in  her  revenge.  And,  in 
fliort,  iu  that  belief,  told  me  the  fecrcts  of  her  heart.  At 
length  we  made  thi$  agreement,  if  I  accompliih  her  dtfigria 
(as  1  told  you  before)  the  has  engag'd  to  put  Cynthia  with 
all  her  fortune  into  my  power. 

Met.  She  is  moft  gracious  in  her  favour— — Well,  and 
iltar  Jack,  how  haft  thou  contrived  ? 

A.',«£  I  would  not  have  you  fray  to  hear  it  now;  for 
I  don't  know  but  flic  may  come  this  way ;  I  am  to  meet 
her  anon ;  after  that,  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  matter;  be 
here  in  this  gallery  an  hour  hence,  by  that  time  I  imagine 
our  confultation  may  be  over. 

Mel.  J  will;  'till  then  fuccefs  attend  thee. 

SCENE       VIII, 
M  A  S  K  W  E  L  L    alone. 

Till  then,  fuccefs  will  attend  me;  for  when  I  meet 
you,  I  meet  the  only  obftacle  to  my  fortune.  Cynthia, 
let  thy  beauty  gild  my  crimes  ;  and  «hatfoever  J  commit 
of  treachery  or  deceit,  fliall  be  imputed  to  me  as  a  merit 

Treachery,    what  treachery :  love  canctils  all  the 

bonds   of  friendship,   and  fets  men  right,  Uj;on   their  far  ft 
foundations. 

Duty  to  kings,  piety  to  parents,  gratitude  to  benefac 
tors,  and  fidelity  to  friends,  are  dilTerent  and  particular 
ties  :  but  the  name  of  rival  cuts  'em  all  aftuider,  and  is 

a  general  acquittance Rival  is  equal,  and  love   liice 

ccath  an  univerfal  leveller  of  mankind  Ha  '•  but  is  there 
not  fuch  a  thing  as  honcfty  ?  Yes,  and  whofoevcr  has  it 
about  him  hears  an  enemy  in  his  bread  :  for  your  hu- 
ueft  man,  as  I  take  it,  is  that  nice,  fcrupulous  coufcien- 
tious  per/oil,  who  will  cheat  nobody  bat  himfelf ;  fuch, 
M  * 
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another  coxcomb,  as  your  wife  man,  who  is  too  hard  for 
all  the  wi^rld,  and  will  be  made  a  fool  of  by  nobody,  but 
himff  If  :  ha,  ha,  ha  :  well,  for  wifdom  and  honefty,  give 
me  cunning  and  hypocrify;  ch,  'tis  fuch  a  pleafure,'  to 
angle  for  fair-fac'd  fools  !  Then  that  hungry  gudgeon  cre 
dulity  will  bite  at  any  thing Why,  let  me  fee,  I 

have  the  fame  face,  the  fame  words  and  accents,  when  I 
fpeak  what  I  do  think,  and  when  I  fpeak  what  I  do  not 

think the  very  fame and   dear  dilGmulatioa  is  tlis 

poly  art,  not  to  be  known  from  nature. 

Why  will  mankind  be  fools,  and  be  deceiv'd  ? 
And  v.-hy  are  friends  and  lovers  oaths  btliev'd  ? 
When  each,  who  fearches  ftricily  his  o-.vn  mind, 
May  fo  much  fraud  and  power  of  bafenefs  find. 

A  C  T    II.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

lord  TOTJ  C II  WOOD   and    Lidy   TOUCHWOOD. 

Lady  TOUCHWOOD. 

"T*  t  Y  Lord,  can  you  blame  my  brother  Plyant,  if  he  re- 
fufes  his  daughter  upon    this  provocation?  the  con- 
tradVs  void  by  this  unheard  of  impiety. 

Lcrd  T'.-uch.  I  don't  believe  it  true;  he  ha?  better  prin 
ciples — FhOj  'tis  noufenfe.  Come,  come,  I  know  my  Lady 
J'lyant  has  a  large  eye,  and  wou'd  center  every  thijg  in 
her  own  circle  ;  'tis  not  the  fiifi:  tune  flic  has  mifhiken  rc- 
fptc*l  for  love,  acd  made  Sir  Paul  jealous  of  the  civility  of 
an  undefigning  perfon,  (he  better  to  befpeakhis  fecrriiy  in- 
her  unfeigrrd  plcafures. 

Lady  Ttuch.  You  cenfure  hardly,  my  Lord;  my  fifterV 
honour  is  very  well  known. 

Lord  T-'Uck.  Yes  l  believe  I  know  fome  that  have  been 
familiarly  acquainted  with  if.  This  is  a  little  trick  wrought 
by  forv.e  pitiful  contriver,  envious  of  my  nephew's  merit. 

Lady  Tfjiica.  Nay,  My  Lord,  it  may  be  fo,  and  1  hope  it 
will  be  fc-and  To:  but  that  will  require  fome  time;  fcr  ic 
fuch  a  cafe  as  this,  demonftration  is  necelTary. 
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Lord  Tourh.  There  fliould  have  been  demonflration-  of 
the  contrary  too,  before  it  had  been  believ'd 

Lady  Touch.  So  I  fuppofe  there  was. 

Lord  Touch.   How  ?  where  ?  when  ? 

Lady  Touch.  That  I  can't  tell ;  nay,  I  don't  fay  there 
•was — I  am  willing  to  believe  as  favourably  of  my  nephew 
as  I  ca.i. 

Lord  Touch.  I  don't  know  thaf.  [Halfajidf. 

Lady  Touch.  How  ?  dou't  you  believe  that,  fay  you,  my 
Lord  ? 

Lord  Touch.  No,  I  don't  fay  fo — I  eonfefs  I  am  troubled 
to  find  you  fo  cold  in  his  defence. 

Lady  Touch.  His  defence !  biefs  me,  wou'd  you  have  zr.e 
defend  an  ill  thing  ? 

Lord  Touch*  You  believe  it  then  ? 

Lady  Touch.  1  don't  know  ;  I  am  very  unwilling  to  fpcak 
my  thoughts  in  any  thing  that  may  be  to  my  coufin's  dif~ 
advantage  ;  befides,  I  find,  m-y  Lord,  you  are  prepared  to 
receive  an  ill  imprcffion  from  any  opinion  of  mine  which 
is  not  conferring  with  your  own  :  bitt  fuice  Jam  like  to 
be  fufpecled  in  the  end,  and  'tis  a  pain  any  longer  to  dif- 
femble,  I  own  it  to  you  ;  in  fliort,  i  do  believe  it,  nay, 
and  can  believe  any  thing  worfe,  if  it  were  laid  to§his 
charge — Don't  allt  my  iea!bns,  my  Lord,  forthey  are  not 
fit  to  be  told  you. 

Lord  Touch.  I'm  amaz'd,  here  roufl  be  fomething  mere 
than  ordinary  in  this,  [.•ijidi.~\  Not  fit  to  be  u;ld  me,  Ma- 
,/d;im  ?  You  can  have  no  interefts  wherein  I  am  not  con- 
cern'd,  and  consequently  the  fame  rtafcns  ought  to  be  con 
vincing  to  me,  which  create  your  fatf&faction  or  diiquict. 

Lady  T<,ue'a.  Hut  thofe  which  caufe  my  difquiet,  J  am 
willing  to  have  remote  from  your  hearing  Good,  my 
Lord,  don't  prefs  me. 

Lord   Youth.  Don't  oblige  me  to  prefs  you. 

Lady  T'iU(,h-  Whatever  it  was;  'tis  pad :  and  that  is 
better  to  be  unknown  which  cannot  be  prevented:  there 
fore  let  me  b'^g  you  to  rcil  fatioiitd • 

Lord  Ttucb.  When  you  have  told  me,  1  will— — 
M  3 
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Lady  Tourh.  You  won't. 

Lord  Touch.  By  my  life,  my  dear,  I  will. 

Lady  Touch.  What  if  you  can't  ? 

Lord  Touch.  How  ?  Then  I  mufl  know,  nay  I  will  :  no 
more  trifling 1  charge  you  tell  me by  all  our  mu 
tual  peace  to  come  ;  upon  your  duty 

Lady  Toucb.  Nay,  my  Lord,  you  need  fay  no  more,  to 
make  me  lay  my  heart  before  you  :  but  don't  be  thus  tran- 
fported  ;  compofe  yourfelf :  it  is  not  of  concern,  to  make 
you  lofe  one  minute's  temper.  "Pis  not  indeed,  my  dear. 
Nay,  by  this  kifs  you  (han't  be  angry.  O  Lord,  I  wifh  P 

had  not  told  you  any  thing. Indeed,  my  Lord,   you 

have  flighted  me.     Nay,  look  pleas'd,  I'll  tell  you. 

Lord  Touch    Well,  well. 

Lady  Tench.  Nay,  but  will  you  be  cahn  ? indeed  'tis 

nothing  but 

Lord  Touch.  But  what  ? 

Lady  Touch.  But  will  you  promife  me  not  to  be  angry — 

Nay,  you  muft. Not  to  be  angry  with  Mellefont— ^ 

I  clare  fwear  he's  &rry — and  were  it  to  do  again,  would 
not 

Lord  Touch,  Sorry,  for  what  ?  death,  you  rack  me  with 
delay. 

I  a<ly  Tc-acb.  Nay,  no  great  matter,  only Well,  I  have 

youf  promife, — Pho,  why  nothing,  only  your  nephew  had 
a  mind  to  amufe  himfeff  fometimes  with  a  little  gallantry 
towards  me.  Nay,  I  can't  think  he  meant  any  thing  fe- 
rioufly,  but  met  bought  it  look'd  oddly. 

Lord  Touch.  Conf'ufion  and  hell,  what  do  I  hear  ! 

Lady  To>ic/>.  Or,  may  be,  he  thought  he  was  not  enough 
a-kin  to  me,  upon  your  account,  and  had  a  mind  to  create 
a  nearer  relation  on  his  own;  a  lover,  you  know,  my 

Lord Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,   but   that's  all Now  you 

have  it ;  well,  remember  your  promife,  my  Lord,  and  don't 
take  any  notice  of  it  to  him. 

Lord  Tcuch.   No,  no,  no — Damnation  ! 

1  ndy  Tcucb.  Nay,  1  fwear  you  muft  not — A  little  harm- 
kfs  mirth — Only  mifplac'd,  that's  all — But  if  it  were  more, 
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rtis  over  now,  and  all's  well.  For  my  part,  I  have  forgot 
it ;  and  fo  has  he,  I  hope — for  I  have  not  heard  any  thing 
from  him  thefe  two  days. 

Lord  Touch.  Thefe  two  days !  Is  it  fo  frefh  ?  Unnatural 
villain  !  Death,  I'll  have  him  fhipp'd  and  turn'd  naked 
out  of  my  doors,  this  moment,  and  let  him  rot  and  periih, 
incefluous  brute  ! 

Lady  Touch.  O  for  Heaven's  fake,  my  Lord,  you'll  ruin 
me  if  you  take  fuch  public  notice  of  it,  it  will  be  a  town- 
talk  :  coniider  your  own  and  my  honour nay,  I  told, 

you,  you  would  not  be  fatisfied  when  you  knew  it. 

Lord  Touch.  Before  I've  done  I  will  be  fatisfied.  Un 
grateful  monfter,  how  long.? 

Lady  T'«.:/>.  Lord>  I  don't  know  ?  I  wtfh  my  lips  had 
grown  together  when  I  told  you — Almofi  a  twelvemonth- 
Nay,  1  won't  tell  you  any  more,  "till  you  are  youtfelf. 
Pray,  my  Lord,  dou't  let  the  company  fee  you  in  this 
iliforder — Yet,  1  confefs  I  can't  blame  you;  for  I  think 

I  was  never  fo  furpriz'd  in  my  life Wiio  would  have 

thought  my  nephew  could  have  fo  mifconftrued  my  kind- 
nefs  : — But  will  you  go  into  your  clolet,  and  recover  your 
temper  r  I'll  make  an  excufc  of  fuddeu  buftnefs  to  the 
company,  and  come  to  you.  Pray,  good  dear  my  Lord, 
let  me  beg  you  do  now  :  I'll  come  immediately,  and  tell 
you  all  ;  will  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Touch.  I  will — I  am  mute  with  wonder. 

Lady  Touch.  Well,  but  go  noiv,   here's  fomebody  coming. 

Lord  Touch.  Well,  J  go — You  won't  flay,  for  i  would 
hear  more  of  this. 

Lady  Tanch.  I  follow  inflantly So. 

SCENE       II. 
Lady    TOUCHWOOD,    MASK  WELL. 

Mask.  This  was  a  mafter-piece,  and  did  not  need  mr 
nelp tho'  1  ftood  ready  for  a  cue  to  come  in  and  con 
firm  all,  had  there  been  occafion. 

Lady  Touch,  Have  you  fcen  Mellefont  ? 
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Mflji.  I  have  ;  and  am  to  meet  him  here  about  this 
time. 

Lady  Tench.  How  docs  he  bear  his  difappointment  ? 

Mi<ik.  Secure  in  my  afliftance,  he  fetm'd  not  much 
aflli&ed,  but  rather  laugh'd  at  tht  {hallow  artifice,  which 
fo  little  time  muft  of  neceflity  difcover.  Yet  he  is  ap- 
prehenfrve  of  feme  farther  defign  of  yours,  and  has  en- 
faged  me  to  watch  you.  1  believe  h;  will  hardly  be  able 
to  prevent  your  plot,  yet  I  would  have  you  ufe  cautioa 
and  expedition.  • 

Lady  Touch.  Expedition  indeed;  for  all  we  do,  muft  b« 
perforrn'd  hi. the  remaining  part  of  this  evening,  and  be  ft  re 
the  company  break  up;  left  my  Lord  fliould  cool,  and  he 

have   an   opportunity  to   talk  with  him  privately My 

Lord  muft  not  fee  him  agaitt. 

Alask.  By  no  meant. ;  therefore  you  muft  aggravate  my 
Lord's  difpieafurc  to  a  degree  that  will  admit  of  no  confe 
rence  with  him. — What  think  you  of  memiuniug  me  ? 

Lady  T>(.ci.  How  ? 

Mask.  To  my  Lord,  as  having  been  privy  to  Melle- 
font's  defign  upon  yon,  but  (till  uling  my  utiiioil  endea/- 
vours  to  difluade  him,  tho'  my  friendship  and  love  to  hin» 
has  made  me  conceal  it  ;-  yet  you  may  lay,  I  threatened 
next  time  he  attempted  any  thing  of  that  kind,  to  difco 
ver  it  to  my  Lord. 

Lady  Teach.  To  what  end  is  this  ! 

Mmk.  It  will  confirm  my  Lord's  opinion  of  my  honout 
jtnd  honefty,  and  create  in  him  a. new  confidence  in  nie, 
which  (fliould  this  defign  mifcarry)  will  be  neceflary  to  tl  e 

forming  another   plot  that    1  have  in   my  htad To 

cheat  you  as  well  as  tht  reft.  [djidt. 

lady  T^'tcb.  Pit  do  if I'll  tell1  him  you  hindrtd  him 

once  from  forcing  me. 

Aiaik.  Excellent !  Your  I.adyflu'p  has  a  moir  improving 
fancy.  You  had  btft  go  to  my  Lord,  keep  him  as  long 
as  you  can  in  his  cloiet,  and  I  doubt  not  but  you  will 
mould  him  to  what  you  pic  ale  ;  your  gueils  are  fo  eogag- 
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td  in  their  own  follies  and  intrigues,  they'll  mifs  neither 
of  you. 

Lady  Touch.  When  (hall  we  meet  : — At  eight  this  even 
ing  in  my  chamber  ;  there  rejoice  at  our  luccefs,  and  toy- 
away  an  hour  in  mirth. 

Mask.  I  will  not  fail. 

SCENE        III. 
MASK  WELL    alone. 

I  know  -what  fhe  means  by  toying  away  an  hour 
well  enough.  Pox,  I  have  loft  all  appetite  to  her; 
yet  flic's  a  fine  woman,  and  I  lov'd  her  once.  But  I  don't 
know,  fiace  I  liave  been  ia  a  great  meafure  kept  by  her, 
the  cafe  is  alter 'd  ;  what  was  my  pleafure  IB  become  my 
duty:  and  1  h:ive  as  little  Itomach  to  her  now  as  if  I 
were  her  hufband.  Should  ihe  Imcke  my  dtftgn  upon, 
Cynthia,  I  were  in  a  fine  pickie.  She  has  a  damn'd  pene 
trating  head,  and  knows  how  to  interpret  a  coldnefs  the 
right  way  ;  therefore  I  mull  diflemble  ardour  and  ecftafy*. 
that's  refolv'd  :  how  eafily  and  pleafantly  is  that  dil fern- 
bled-  before  fruition  !  Pox  on't,  that  a  man  can't  drink 
without  quenching  his  third.  Ha!  yonder  comes  Melle- 
font  thoughtful.  Let  me  think :  meet  her  at  eight  - 

hum ha  !   By  heav'n  1  have  it — if  I  can  fpeak  to  my  . 

Lord  before — Was  it  my  brain  or  providence  ?  No  matter 

which 1  wiil  deceive  'em  all,  and  yet  fccure  myfelf : 

'twas  a  lucky   thought !    Well,  this  double-dealing  is  a 

jewel.     Mere  he  comes,  now  for  me- 

[Mafkwell  pretending  not  to  fee  him,    -walks  by  him* 
and  f peaks  as  it  -were  to  blmjdf. 

SCENE        IV. 

if 3  him'}    MELLEFON  T    muling. 

Mask.  Mercy  011   us,  what  will  the  wickednefs  of  this 
world  come  to'? 
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Mel.  Kow  now,  Jack  :  What,  fo  full  of  contemplation 
that  you  run  over  ! 

Mask,   i'm  glad  you're  come,  for   I  could  not    contain 
inyfelf  any  longer ;  and  was  juft  going  to  give  vent   to  a 
fecrct    which  no-body  but  you  ought    to  drink  down. 
You're  aunt's  juft  gone  from  hence 

Md.  And  having  uufled  thee  with  the  fecrets  of  her 
foul,  thou  art  villainoully  bent  to  difcover  'em  all  to  me, 
ha! 

Mask.  I'm  afraid  my  frailty  leans  that  way — But  I  don't 
know  •whether  I  can  in  honour  difcover  'em  all. 

A7  ..  AH,  aR.  man  ;  what  T  you  may  in  honour  betray 
her  as  far  as  fiie  betrays  herfelf.  No  tragical  defign  upon 
my  person  I  hope. 

but  it  is  a  comical  defign  upon  mine. 

Mel.  What  dofl  thou  mean  ? 

M.-ik.  1  .ii'ten  and  be  dumb,  we  have  been  bargaining 
about  the  rate  of  your  ruin — 

Me!.  !  ike  any  two  guardians  to  an  orphan  beirefs 

\:\'.' 

Mask.  And,  whereas  pTeafiire  is  generally  paid  with 
mifchief,  v.hat  mifchief  I  do.  is  to  be  paid  with  pieafure. 

M.  I-  fo  when  you've  fwallo  'd  the  potion  you  fweeten 
your  mouth  with  a  plumb. 

Mu.ci.  You  arc  merry,  Sir,  but  I  fhall  probe  your  con- 
ftitution.  JH  fhort,  the  price  of  your  banifhment  is  to  be 
paid  xvith  the  perfon  of — 

Mel.  Of  Cynthia,  and  her  fortune Why,  you  forget 

you  ttMcl  me  this  before. 

M'-.ik.  INTO,  no — So  far  you  are  right ;  and  I  am,  as  an- 
earned  of  that  bargain,  to  have  full  and  free  poffeliion  of 
the  perfon  of  your aunt. 

Mil    Ha  ! Pho,  you  trifle. 

M.uk.  Hy  this  light,  I'm  ferious ;  all  raillery  apart — 1 
knew  'twould  ftun  you  :  this  evening  at  eight  flie  will  re 
ceive  me  in  her  bed-chamber. 

Mt'l.  Hdl  and  the  devil  !  is  fhe  abandon'd  of  all  grace  ? 
•—\Vliy  the  woman  is  poflefs'd 
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Ma.'fc     Weil,  wrll  you  go  in  my  ftead  ? 

Mel.    By  Heav'n  into  a  hot  furnace  fooner. 

M, ...,'.    No,  you  would  not It  would  not  be  fo  COH- 

^en'tnt,  as  I  can  order  matters. 

Me',.    What  d'ye  mean  ? 

Mi,ik.    Mean  .•     Not  to  disappoint  the  lady  I  aflure  you 

' — Ha,  ha,  ha,  how  gravely  he  looks' Come,  come, 

J  won't  perplex  you.  'Tis  the  only  thing  that  providence 
could  have  contrived  to  make  me  capable  of  ferving  you, 
cither  to  my  inclination  or  your  own  necellity. 

A'j\l    How,  how,  for  Heav'ii's  fake,  dear  Maskwell  ? 

'Mi^k.    Why  thus I'll  go  according  to  appointment ; 

you  fliall  have  notice  at  the  critical  minute  to  come  and 
An  prize  your  aunt  and  me  together;  counterfeit  a  rage 
againfl  me,  and  I'll  make  my  efcape  through  the  private 
paflage  from  her  chamber,  which  I'll -take  care  to  leave 
open  :  'twill  be  hard,  if  then  you  can't  bring  her  to  any 
conditions.  For  this  difcoverey  will  diiarm-her  of  all  de- 
r/ence,  and  leave  her  entirely  at  your  mercy  :  nay,  flic 
muft  ever  after  be  in  awe  of  you. 

Mel.  Let  me  adore  thee,  my  better  genius  !  by  Heav'n 
I  think  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  fate  to  difappoiut  my 

..hopes My  hope-,,  my  certainty! 

Mask.  Well,  I'll  meet  you  here,  within  a  quarter  of 
eight,  and  give  you  notice. 

Md.  Good  fortune  ever  go  alone  with  thee, 

SCENE       V. 
MELEFONT,     CARELESS. 

C ire.  Mellefont,  get  out  o'th'  way,  my  lady  Plyant's 
-coming,  and  I  fliall  never  fucceed  while  thou  art  in  fight 

Tho'  ilie  begins  to  tack  about;  but  I  made  love  a 

great  while  to  no  purpofe. 

Mel.  Why,  what's  the  matter?  She's  convince'd  that  I 
don't  care  for  her. 

Csre.  I  can't  get  an  anfwer  from  her,  that  does  not 
•fcegin  with  her  honour,  or  her  virtue,  her  religion,  or 
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fome  fuch  cant.  Then  flic  has  told  me  the  whole Tftfto- 
ry  of  Sir  Paulrs  nine  years  coartfliip;  how  he  has  lain 
for  whole  nights  together  upon  the  flairs,  before  her  cham 
ber-door ;  and  that  the  firft  favour  he  rereiv'd  from  her, 
xv-as  a  piece  of  an  old  fcarlet  petticoat  for  a  ftomacher ; 
which  fince  the  day  of  his  marriage  he  has,  out  of  a  piece 
of  gallantry,  converted  into  a  night-cap,  and  wears 
it  flill  with  much  fultmaity  on  his  anniverfary  wedding- 
night. 

Mel.  That  I  have  feen,  with  the  ceremony  there  unto 
belonging — For  on  that  night  he  creeps  in  at  the  bed's 
feet,  like  a  gull'd  bufia  that  lias  marry 'd  a  relation  of  the 
Grand  Signior,  and  that  night  he  has  his  arms  at  liberty. 
Did  flic  not  tell  you  at  what  a  diftance  flic  keeps  him? 
He  has  confefs'd  to  me  that  but  at  fome  certain  times, 
that  is  1  fuppofe  when  fhe  apprehends  being  with  child, 
he  never  has  the  privilege  of  ufing  the  familiarity  of  ahuf- 
band  with  a  wife.  He  was  once  given  to  fcrambling  with 
bis  hands,  and  fprawling  in  his  lleep  ;  and  ever  fince  fhe 
has  him  fwaddlcd  up  in  blankets,  and  his  hands  and  feet 
fwath'd  down,  and  fo  put  to  bed;  and  there  he  lyes  with 
.a  great  beard,  like  a  Ruiuan  bear  upon  a  drift  of  Inow. 
You  are  very  great  with  him.  J  wonder  he  never  told  you 
his  grievances  :  he  will,  I  warrant  you. 

Cure.  ExceiTively  foolifh  ! But  that  which  gives  me 

moft  hopes  of  her,  is  htr  telling  me  of  the  many  tempta 
tion  fhe  has  refiflcd. 

Mel.  Nay,  tben  you  have  her;  fora  woman's  brag 
ging  to  a  man  that  flie  has  overcome  temptations,  is  an 
argument  that  they  were  weakly  ofFer'd,  and  a  challenge 
to  him  to  engage  her  more  irrefutably.  'Tis  only  an  en 
hancing  the  price  of  the  commodity  by  telling  you  how 
many  cufhwtcrs  have  underbid  her. 

C.ire.  Nay,  I  don't  defpair — But  ftiil  fhe  has  a  grudg 
ing  to  you--  I  talk'd  .to  her  t'other  night  at  my  Lord 
Froth's  mafqiiirade,  when  I'm  iatisfy'd  fhe  knew  me,  and 
"I  had  no  rcafon  to  complain  of  r,iv  reception  ;  but  I  find 
2 
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-women  are  not'the  fame  bare-fac'd  and  in  mafks, and 

a  vizor  difguifeth  their  inclinations  as  much  as  their  faces. 
McL  'Tis -a  miftake,  for  women  may  moil  properly  be 
fa'd  to  be  unmafk'd  when  they  wear  vizors  ;  lor  that  fe- 
cures  them  from  blufaing,  and  being  out  of  countenance  ; 
and  next  to  being  in  the  da.k,  or  alone,  they  are  nioft 
truly  themfelves  in  a  vizor  mafk  Here  they  come,  I'll 
leave  you — Ply  her  dole,  and  by  and  by  clap  a  billet-doux 
Into  her  hand  ;  for  a  woman  never  thinks  a  man  truly  in 
love  with  her,  'till  he  has  been  tool  enough  to  think  of 
her  out  of  her  fight,  and  to  lofe  fo  much  time  as  to  write 
to  her. 

SCENE         VI. 
CARELESS,     Sir    PAUL    and    Lady    P  L  Y  A  N  T. 

Sir  P.iul.  Shan't  we  dilturb  your  meditation,  Mr  Care* 
lefs  ?  you  wou'd  be  private  ? 

Cire.  You  bring  that  alou^  with  you,  Sir  Paul,  that  {hall 
be  always  welcome  to  my  privacy. 

Sir  Paul.  O,  Iweet  Sir  you  load  your  humble  fervants, 
both  me  and  my' wire,  with  continual  favours. 

Lady  Pliant  Sir  Paul,  what  a  phraie  was  there  !  You 
will  be  making  anfwers,  and  taking  that  upon  you,  which 
ought  to  ly  upon  me  :  that  you  fhould  have  fo  little  breed" 
ing  to  think  Mr  Carelefs  did  not  apply  hiinielf  to  ivie!  Pray 
•what  have  you  to  entertain  any  bady's  privacy?  I  fwear 
and  declare  in  the  face  of  the  world  I'm  ready  to  blutli  for 
your  ignorance. 

Sir  Paul.  I  acquiefce,  my  Lady;  but  don't  fnub  fo 
loud  [  iftcli  fj  i.'ir. 

Lady  P.)a«f.  Mr  Carelefs,  if  a  perfon  that  is  wholly  il 
literate  might  be  fuppofed  to  be  capable  ot  being  qualified 
to  make  a  fuitable  return  to  thofe  obligations  which  you 
are  pleafed  to  confer  upon  one  that  is  wholly  incapable  of 
being  quality'd  in  all  thofe  circuipflances,  I'm  fure,  i  fliould 
rather  attempt  it  than  any  thing  in  the  woild,  [GW/vJ.] 

VOL.  I.  N 
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for  I'm  fure  there's  nothing  in  the  world  that  I  would  ra 
ther.     [Curt'jtes.j  But  I  know  Mr  Carelefs  is  fo  great  a  cri 
tic  and  fo  fine  a  gentleman,   that  it  is  impofiible  for  me — 
Cart.  O  heav'ns  !   Madam  !  you  confound  me. 
Sir  Paul.  Gadfbud,  flic's  a  fine  perfon. 
Lady  Plyant.  O  Lord,  Sir,  pardon  me,   we  women  have 

not  thofe  advantages.     I  know  my  own  imperfections 

But  at  the  fame  time  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  declare  in 
the  face  of  the  world,  that  no-body  is  more  fenfible  of  fa 
vours  and  things ;  for,  with  the  referve  of  my  honour,  I  af- 
fure  you,  Mr  Carelefs,  I  don't  know  any  thing  in  the  world 
I  would  refufe  to  a  perfon  fo  meritorious You'll  par 
don  my  want  of  expreflion- 

Care.  O  your  Ladyfliip  is  abounding  in  all  excellence, 
particularly  that  of  phrafe. 

i.ady  Plyant.   You  are  fo  obliging,  Sir, 
Care.  Your  Ladyfliip  is  fo  charming. 
Sir  Paul.  So,  now,  now  ;  now,  my  Lady. 
Lady  Plyant.  So  well  bred, 
Cire.  So  furprizing. 

Lady  Pliant.  So  well  drefs'd,  fo  bonne  mlent  fo  eloquent, 
fo  unafie&ed,  fo  eafy,  fo  free,  fo  particular,  fo  agreeable — 
Sir  Paul  Ay,  fo,  fo,  there. 

Care.  O  Lord,  I  befeech  you,  Madam,  don't • 

Lady  Plyant.  So  gay,  fo  graceful,  fo  good  teeth,  fo  fine 
fhape,  fo  fine  limbs,  fo  fine  linen,  and  I  don't  doubt  but 
you  have  a  very  good  fkin.  Sir. 

C.rt.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  Madam — —I'm  quite  out  of 
countenance. 

Sir  Paul.    And  my  Lady's  quite  out  of  breath  ;    or  elfe 

you  fhould  hear Gadfbud,  you  may  talk  of  my  Lady 

Froth  ! 

Care.  O,  fy,  fy,  not  to  be  named  of  a  day My  Lady 

Froth  is  very  well  in  her  accompliihments But  it  is 

•when  my  Lady  Plyant  is  not  thought  of if  that  can 

ever  be. 

Lady  Plyant.  O  you  overcome  me— That  is  fo  exccflivc. 
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Sir  Paul.  Nay,  I  fwear  and  vow  that  was  pretty. 

Care.  O  Sir  Paul,  you  are  the  happieft  roan  alive.  Such 
a  lady !  that  is  the  envy  of  her  own  fex,  and  the  admira 
tion  of  ours. 

Sir  Paul.  Your  humble  fervant.  I  am,  I  thank  HeaVn, 
in  a  fine  way  of  living,  as  I  may  fay,  peacefully  and  hap 
pily,  and  I  think  need  not  envy  any  of  my  neighbours, 
blefled  be  Providence — Ay,  truly,  Mr  Carelefs,  my  lady- 
is  a  great  bleffing,  a  fine,  difcreet,  well-fpoken  woman  as 

you  fhall  fee if  it  becomes  me  to  lay  fo;  and  we 

live  very  comfortably  together ;  the  is  a  little  hafty 
fometimes,  and  fo  am  I ;  but  mine's  foon  over,  and  then 

I'm  fo  forry O,  Mr  Carelefs,  if  it  were  not  for  one 

thing 

SCENE      VII. 
CARELESS,    SirPAUL,  LadyPLYANT,  BOYw»//i  a  letter. 

Lady  Pliant.  How  often  have  you  been  told  of  that,  you 
jackanapes  ! 

Sir  Paul.  Gad  fo.  gad's-bud— Tim,  carry  it  to  my 

Lady;  you  fhould  have  carry 'd  il  to  my  Lady  firil. 

Z?9V.  'Tis  directed  to  your  Worfhip. 

bir  Paul.  Well,  well,  my  Lady  reads  all  letters  firft  » 
Child,  do  fo  no  more ;  d'ye  hear,  Tim 

Boy.  No,  and't  pleafe  you. 

SCENE       VIII. 
CARELESS,     Sir    PAUL,    Lady    P  L  Y  A  N  T. 

Sir  Paul.  A  humour  of  my  wife's  ;  you  know  women 
have  little  fancies out  as  I  was  telling  you,  Mr  Care 
lefs,  if  it  were  not  for  one  thing,  I  ihould  think  myfclf 
the  happieft  man  in  the  world ;  indeed  that  touches  me 
near,  very  near. 

Care.  What  can  that  be,  Sir  Paul  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Why,  I  have,  I  thank  Heav'n,  a  pretty  plenti- 
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ful  fortune,  a  good  eftate  in  the  country,  fome  houfcs  in 
town,  and  fome  money,  a  pretty  tolerable  perfonal  eftate  ; 
and  it  is  a  great  grief  to  me,  indeed  it  is,  though  I  fay  it, 
blefled  be  Providence,  1  may  fay;  for  indeed,  MrCarelefs, 
1  am  mightily  beholden  to  Providence—  —A  poor  unwor 
thy  (inner  -  But  if  I  had  a  fon,  ah,  that's  my  afflic 
tion,  and  my  only  affliction;  indeed  I  cannot  refrain  tears 
when  it  comes  in  my  mind.  [C  ies. 

Care.  Why,  methinks  that  might  be  eafily  remedied— 
my  Lady  is  a  fine  likely  woman  - 

Sir  Paul.  Oh,  a  fine  likely  woman  as  you  fliall  fee  in  a 
fummcr's  day  --  Indeed  fhe  is,  Mr  Carelels,  in  all  re- 


Care.  And  1  fliould  not  have  taken  you  to  have  been  fo 
old'  - 

Sir  Paul.  Alas,  that's  not  it,  Mr  Carelefs;  ah!  that's 
not  it  ;  no,  no,  you  fhoot  wide  of  the  mark  a  mile  ;  in 
deed  you  do,  that's  not  it,  Mr  Carelefs  ;  no,  no,  that's 
not  it. 

Care.  No  !  what  can  be  the  matter  then  ? 

Sir  Paul.  You'll  fcarcely  believe  me,  when,  I  fliall  tell 
you  —  my  Lady  is  fo  nice  -  "Tis  very  ftrange,  but  'tis 
true  :  too  true  -  (he's  fo  verv  nice,  that  I  don't  believe 
ilie  would  touch  a  man  for  the  world  -  At  leafl  not 
a';ove  once  a-year  ;  I'm  fute  I've  found  it  fa;  and  alas^ 
what's  once  a-year  to  an  old  man,  who  would  do  good  in 
his  generation  :  Indeed  'tis  true,  Mr  Carelefs,  it  breaks 
my  heart  --  T  am  her  hufb.'iid,  as  1  may  fay;  though 
far  unworthy  of  that  honour,  yet  I  am  her  hufband;  but 
a!as-a-day,  I  have  no  more  familiarity  with  her  perfon 
-  —as  to  that  matter  -  than  with  my  own  mother  - 
no  indeed. 

C.re.  Alas-a-tlay,  this  is  a  lamentable  ftory  ;  my  Lady 
muft  be  told  on't  ;  flic  muft  i'faith,  Sir  Paul  ;  'tis  an  inju 
ry  to  the  world. 

Sir  Paul.  Ay  !  would  to  Heaven  you  would,  Mr  Care- 
lefs  :  you  are  mightily  in  her  favour. 
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Care.  I  warrant  you :  what,  we  muft  have  a  ion  fome 
Vay  or  other. 

Sir  Paul.  Indeed,  I  fhould  be  mightily  bound  to  you,  if 
you  could  bring  it  about,  MrCareleis. 

Lady  Ply  ant.  Here,  Sir  Paul,  'tis  from  your  fteward, 
here's  a  return  ot  fix  hundred  pounds  ;  you  may  takt  titty 
of  it  for  the  next  half  year.  IGwcs  htm  the  letter. 

SCENE       IX. 
tTo  them']     Lord    F  R  O  T  H,      CYNTHIA. 

Sir  Paul.  How  does  my  girl  ?  come  hither  to  thy  father, 
poor  lamb,  thou'rt  melancholic. 

Lord  Froth.  Heav'ns,  Sir  Paul,  you  amaze  me  of  all 
things  in  the  world — You  are  never  pleas'd  but  when  we 
are  all  upon  the  broad  grin ;  all  laugh  and  no  company  ; 

ah,  then  'tis  fuch  a  fight  to  fee  fome  teeth Jiure,  you're 

a  great  admirer   of   my  Lady  Whifler,    Mr  bneer,  and  Sir 
Laurence  Loud,  and  that  gang. 

Sir  Paul.  I  vow  and  fwear  flic's  a  very  merry  woman, 
but  I  think  flic  laughs  a  little  too  much. 

Lord  Froth.  Merry!   O  Lord,  what   a   character  that  is 

of  a  woman  of  quality You  have  been  at  my  i  ady 

VThifler's  upon  her  day,   Madam  ? 

Cm.  Yes,  my  Lord — I  muft  humour  this  fool.        [Sificle. 

Lord  Froth.  Well,  and  how  ?  hee !  What  is  your  fenfe 
of  the  corrverfation  ? 

Cyn.  O  molt  ridiculous,  a  perpetual  confort  of  laughing 
\vithout  any  harmony  ;  for  fure,  my  Lord,  to  laugh  out  of 
time,  is  as  disagreeable  as  to  fing  out  of  time  or  out  of 
tune. 

f.ord  Froth.  Hee,  hee,  hee,  right;  and  then,  my  Lady 

"Whifler  is  fo  read) fhe  always  comes  in  three  bars  too 

ibon — And  then,  what  do  they  laugh  at  ?  For  you  know 
laughing  without  a  jeft  is  as  impertinent ;  hee!  as,  as — 

Cyn.   As  dancing  without  a  fiddle. 

Lord  Frutb    Juft,  i'faith;  that  was  at  my  tongue's  end. 

Cjn.  But  that  caaaot  be  properly  fold  of  them,  for  I 
M  3 
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think  they  are  all  in  good  nature  with  the  world,  and  onTy 
laugh  at  one  another;  and  you  mull  allow  they  have  all 
jefts  in  their  perfons,  though  they  have  none  in  their  con- 
verfation. 

Lord  Froth.  True,  as  I'm  a  perfon  of  honour For 

Heaven's  fake  let  us  facrifice'em  to  mirth  a  little. 

[Enter  Boy,  and  -wb-fpen  S?r  Paul. 

SirP.W.  Gads  fo Wife,  wife,  my  Lady  Plyant,  I 

have  a  word. 

Lady  Pljant.  I'm  bufy,,  Sir  Paul,  I  wonder  at  your  im 
pertinence 

Care.  Sir  Paul,  harkye,  I'm  reafbning  the  matter  you 
know;  Madam — if  your  Ladyfhip  pleafe,  well  difcourfe 
of  this  in  the  next  room. 

S'nPaul.  O  ho,  I  wifh  you  good  Aiccefs,!  wifh  you  good 
fuccefs.  Boy,  tell  my  Lady,  when  flie  has  done,  1  would 
fpeak  with  her  below. 

SCENE       X. 
CYNTHIA,    Lord    F  R  O  T  II,      Lady    FROTH,    BRISK. 

Lady  Froth.  Then  you  think  that  epifode  between  Sufan, 
the  dairy-maid,  and  our  coachman,  is  not  amifs;  you 
know  I  may  fuppofe  the  dairy  in  town,  as  well  as  in  the 
country. 

Brhk.  Incomparable,  let  me  peritli — But  then  being  an 
heroic  poem,  had  not  you  better  call  him  a  charioteer  ? 
charioteer  founds  great ;  befides,  your  Ladyfhip's  coach 
man  having  a  red  face,  and  you  comparing  him  to  the  fun; 
and  you  know  the  fun  is  call'd  Heaven's  charioteer. 

Lady  Froth.  Oh,  infinitely  better ;  I  am  extremely  be 
holden  to  you  for  the  hint ;  fray,  we'll  read  over  thofe 
half  a  fcore  lines  again.  [Pulls  out  a  paper.]  Let  me  fee 

here,  you  know  what  goes  ^before- the  comparifon, 

you  know.  [Reads.] 

For  as  tie  fun  fl;incs  ev'ry  day, 
So  of  our  Coachman  J  may  Jay. 
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Brisk.  I'm  afraid  that  fimilc  won't  do  in  wet  weather 
— 7—  Hecaufeyou  fay  the  fun  fhines  ev'ry  day. 

Lord  Fr;/A.  No,  for  the  fun  it  won't,  but  it  will  do  for 
the  coachman,  for  you  know  there's  moft  occaGon  for  a 
coach  in  wet  weather 

Brisk.  Right,  right,  that  faves  all. 

Lord  Froth.  Then  I  don't  fay  the  fun  fliines  all  the  day, 
but  that  he  peeps  now  and  then ;  yet  he  does  fliiue  all  the 
day  too,  you  know,  tho'  we  don't  fee  him. 

B'isk.  Right,  but  the  vulgar  will  never  comprehend 
that. 

Lord  Froth.  Well,  you  fliall  hear let  me  fee. 

[Reads]  For  as  the  fuH/L>i>;es  ev'ry  day t 
So,  of  our  coachman  I  inajffiy, 
Hejhttvs  his  drunken  fiery  face, 
Juji  ai  the  fun  does  more  or  lej's. 

Brisk.  That's  right,  all's  well,  all's  well.    More  or  left. 

Lord  Frjitb.   [Reads]  And -w ben  at  night  his  labour's  done, 

Then  too,  like  heaven  s  charioteer  the  fun  : 
Ay,  charioteer  does  better. 

Into  the  dairy  be  defcends, 
And  there  his  -whipping  and  ins  dtiving  ends  ; 
Tacre  he's  fecurc  Jrorn  dangtr  of  a  btlt, 
His  fare  is  paid  hun,  and  he  fets  in  milk. 

For  Sufan,  you  know,  is  Thetis,  and  fo 

Brisk.  Incomparably  well  and  proper,  1'gad — But  I  have 
one  exception  to  make — Don't  you  think  biik  (I  know  'tis 
good  rhyme)  but  don't  you  think  bilk  and  fate  too  like  a 
hackney-coachman  ? 

Lord  Froth.  1  fwear  and  vow  I'm  afraid  fo And  yet 

our  Jehu  was  a  hackney-coachman,  when  my  Lord  took 
him. 

Brisk.  Was  he  ?  I'm  anfwer'd,  if  Jehu  was  a  hackney- 
coachman You  may  put  that  in  the  marginal  notes 

tho',  to  prevent  crkicifm Only  mark  it  with  a  fmall 

afterifm.and  fay, • Jehu  was  formerly  a  huckncy- 

coachmaa. 
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Lady  Frtth.  I  will  r  you'd  oblige  me  extremely  to  write 
notes  to  the  whole  poem. 

Brisk.  With  all  my  heart  and  foul,  and  proud  of  the 
vaft  honour,  let  me  perifh. 

Lord  Froth.  Hee,  hee,  hee,  my  dear,  have  you  done  ? 
won't   you  join  with   us  ?   we  were  laughing  at  my  Lady 
Whifler,  and  Mr  Sneer. 

Lady  Froth  Ay  my  dear Were  you  ?  O  filthy- 
Mr  Sneer;  he'?  a  nauftous  figure, 'a  moft  fullamic  fop,  foh 

— He  fpent   two  days  together   in   g.  ing  about 

Covent-Garden,   to  fuit  the   lining  of  his  coach  with  his 
complexion. 

Lord  Froth.  0  filly !  yet  his  aunt  is  as  fond  of  him,  as 
if  {lie  had  brought  the  ape  into  the  world  hcrielf. 

Brisk.  Who,  my  Lady  Toothlefs?  O,  fhe's  a  mortify 
ing  fpe&acle;  flic's  always  chewing  the  cud  like  an  old 
ewe. 

Cyn.   Fy,  Mr  Brifk !  Eringos  for  her  cough. 
Lady  Froth.   I  have  feen  her  take  'em  h;:lf  chevr'd  out  of 
her  mouth, to  laugh,  and  then  put  them  in  again — .t'oh. 
Lord  Froth.  Foh. 

Lady  Frith.  Then  fhe's  always  ready  to  laugh  when 
Sneer  offers  to  '.fpeak — and  fits  in  expectation  of  his  DO- 

jtft,  with  her  gums  hare,  and  her  mouth  open - 

B'-hk,  Like  an  oifter  at  low  ebb,  I'gad — Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Cyn.  aft  e.]  Well,   I  find  there  are  no  fools  fo  inconfider- 
alile  in  themfelves,   but  they  can  rentier  othtr  people  con 
temptible  by  expofing  their  infirmities. 

Lady  Froth.  Then  that  t'other  great  (trapping  lady — I 
can't  hit  of  her  name;  the  old  fat  fool  that  paints  fo  exor 
bitantly. 

Jjriik.  1  know  whom  you  mean But  deuce  take  me 

I  can't  hit  of  her  name    neither Paints,  d'ye  fay  I 

Why  (he  lays  it  on  with  a  trowel Then  flie  has  a  great 

beard  that  bridles  thro'  it,  and  makes  her   look  as  if  flic 
vere  plaifler'd  with  lime  and  hair,  let  me  periih. 

Lady  Froth.  Oh  you  made  a  fong  upon  her,  Mr  Briik. 
k.  fle  :  egad,  fo  I  did — My  Lord  can  fing  it. 
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C-in.  O  good  my  Lord  let',-,  hear  it. 

Bi-ak.  'Tis  not  a  fong  neither 'Tis  a  fort  of  an  epi 
gram,  or  rather  an  epigrammatic  fonnet ;  I  don't  know 
what  to  call  it,  but  'tis  fatire — iing  it,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Froth  (ings. 

Ancient  P  mills  bat  young  graces, 
'Tis  arrange  thing,    but  4  true  one  ; 

Stall  I  tell  yju  how  ? 
She  herfclf  makes  bar  ovjn  faces, 
Andc^h  morning  wears  a  new  one; 

Where's  the  -wonder  now  ? 

'Br'ak.  Short,  but  there'*  fait  in'f,  my  way  of  writing 
I 'gad. 

SCENE       XL 
ITo  them}    FOOTMAN. 

Lady  Froth.  How  now  ? 

Foot.   Your  Ladyfhip's  chair  is  come. 

Lady  Froth.  Is  narfe  and  the  child  in  it  \ 

¥M\.  Yes,  Madam. 

Lady  Frotn.  O  the  dear  creature  !  let's  go  fee  it. 

Lc.rU  Froth.  I  iwear,  my  dear,  you'll  Ipoil  that  child, 
with  fending  it  to  and  again  ib  often  :  this  is  the  icvcnth 
time  the  chair  has  gone  lor  her  to-diy. 

Lady  Froth.  O-law,  1  fwear  'tis  but  the  fixth and  I 

han't  feen  her  thefe  two  hours The  poor  dear  creature 

— —I  fwear,  my  Lord,  you  don't  love  poor  little  sapiu — • 
Come,  my  dear  Cymhia,  Mr  Briik,  we'll  go  fee  Sapho, 
the'  my  Lord  won't. 

Cyn.  I'll  wait  upon  your  Ladyfhip. 

Brisk.  Pray,  Madam,  how  old  is  Lady  Sapho  ? 

Lady  Frith.  Three  quarters,  but  I  fwear  fhe  has  a  world 
of  wit,  and  can  ling  a  tune  already.  My  Lord,  won't 
you  go  ?  V/on't  you  ?  What,  not  to  fee  Sa;jh  •  Pray,  my 
Lord,  come  fee  little  Saph.  I  knew  you  cou'd  not  (lay. 
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SCENE       XII. 

CYNTHIA    alone. 

Cyn.  'Tis  not  fo  hard  to  counterfeit  joy  in  the  depth  of 
affliction  as  to  diiTemble  mirth  in  the  company  of  fools — 
Why  fhould  I  call  them  fools  ?  the  world  thinks  better  of 
'em  ;  for  thefe  have  quality  and  education,  wit  and  fine 

conversation,   are  receiv'd  and  admir'd  by  the  world 

If  not,  they  like  and  admire  thernfelves And  why 

is  not  that  true  wifdom,  for  'tis  happinefs  ?  and  for  ought 
1  know,  we  have  mifapply'd  the  name  all  this  while,  and 
miiraken  the  thing  :  Jince 

If  h-ippinefs  in  felf-content  is  plac'd, 

The  wife  are  wretched,  and  fools  are  only  blefs'd. 

A  C  T    IV.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

;  MELLEFONT   and  CYNTHIA. 

C  Y  N  TH  I  A. 

T   HEARD  him  loud  as  I  came  by  the  clofet  door,  and 
my  Lady  with  him,  but  flic  feem'd  to  moderate  his 
pailion. 

Mel.  Ay,  hell  thank  her,  as  gentle  breezes  moderate 
a  fire  :  but  1  ihall  counterwork  her  fpells,  and  ride  th« 
witch  in  Ler  own  bridle. 

Cvw.  'Tis  impoflible;  fhe'll  cad  beyond  you   ftill 
I'll  lay  my  life  it  will  never  come  to  be  a  match. 

Mel.  What? 

Cv«.  Between  you  and  me. 

Mil.  Why  fo  ? 

Cvw.   My  mind  gives  me  it   won't becaufe  we  are 

both  willing;  we  each  of  us  ftrive  to  reach  the  goal,  and 
hinder  one  another  in  the  race  ;  I  fwear  it  never  does  well 

when  the  parties  are  fo  agreed For  when   pecple  walk 

fcand  in  hand,  there's  neither  overtaking  nor  inciting ;  we 
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hunt  in  couples,  where  we  both  purfuc  the  fame  game, 
but  forget  one  another  ;  and  'tis  becaufe  we  are  fo  near 
that  we  don't  think  of  coming  together. 

Mel.  Hum,  'gad  I  believe  there's  fomething  in't ; — — 
marriage  is  the  game  that  we  hunt,  and  while  we  think 
that  we  only  have  it  in  view,  I  don't  lee  but  we  have  it  in 
our  power. 

Cyn.  Within  reach  ;  for  example,  give  me  your  hand  ; 
you  have  look'd  through  the  wroni*  end  of  the  perfpecbive 
all  this  while;  for  nothing  has  been  between  us  but  our 
fears. 

Mel.  I  don't  know  why  we  fhould  not  fteal  out  of  the 
houfe  this  very  moment  and  marry  one  another,  -without 
confideration,  or  the  fear  of  repentance.  Pox  o'  fortune, 
portion,  fettlements,  and  jointures. 

Cyp.  Ay,  ay,  what  have  we  to  do  with  'ein  ?  you  know 
we  marry  for  love. 

Mel.  Ix>ve,  love,  downright  very  villainous  love. 

C--n.  And  he  that  can't  live  upon  love,  deferves  to  die 
in  a  ditch.  Here  then,  I  give  you  my  promife,  in  fpite  of 
duty,  any  temptation  of  wealth,  your  inconftaucy,  or  my 
own  inclination  to  change 

Mel.  To  run  moft  wilfully  and  unreasonably  away  with 
me  this  moment,  and  be  married. 

Cyn.  Hold never  to  marry  any  body  elfe. 

Mel.  That's   but   a  kind  of  negative  coiifent Why, 

you  won't  baulk  the  frolic  ? 

Ctn.  If  you  had  not  been  fo  affured  of  your  own  conduct 

1  would  not Rut  'tis   but   reasonable  that  once  I  con- 

fent  to  like  a  man  without  the  vile  confideration  of  money, 
he  ihould  give  me  a  very  evident  demonftration  of  his  wit ; 
therefore  let  me  fee  you  undermine  my  Lady  Touchwood 
as  you  boafted,  and  force  her  to  give  her  confent,  and 
then 

Mel.  I'll  do't. 

Cyn.  And  I'll  do't. 

Mel.  The  very  next  cnfuing  hour  of  eight  o'clock,  is  the 
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laft  minute  of  her  reign,  unlefi  the  devil  affift  her  in  propria 

fenbna, 

Cfn.  Well,  if  the  devil  fhould  affift  her,  and  your  plot 
mifcarry. 

Mel.  Ay,  what  am  I  to  trnft  to  then  ? 

Cyn.  Why,  if  you  give  me  very  clear  demonflration  that 
it  was  the  devil,  I'll  allow  for  irrefillible  odds.  But  if  I 
find  it  to  be  only  chance,  or  deftiny,  or  unlucky  ftars,  or 
any  thing  but  the  very  devil,  I'm  inexorable;  only  dill  I'll 
keep  my  word  and  live  a  maid  for  your  fake. 

Mel.  And  you  won't  die  one  for  yonr  own ;  fo  flill 
there's  hope. 

Cyn,  Here's  my  rnothcr-in-law,  and  your  friend  Carelefs, 
I  would  not  have  them  fee  us  together  yet. 

SCENE       IF. 
CARELESS    and   Lndy    P  L  Y  A  N  T. 

Lady  Plyant.  I  fvvear,  Mr  Carelefs,  you  are  very  alluring, 
and  fey  fo  many  fine  things,  and  nothing  is  fo  moving  to 
me  as  a  fine  thing  Well,  I  mull  do  you  this  juftice,  and 
declare  in  the  face  of  the  world,  never  any  body  gain'd  fo 
far  upon  me  as  yourfclf ;  with  blullies  I  muft  own  it,  you 
have  fhaken,  as  I  may  fay,  the  very  foundation  of  my 
honou-- —  -well,  fure  if  I  elrape  your  importunities,  I  fliall 
value  myfelf  as  long  as  I  live,  I  fwear. 

C.-rs.   And  defpile  me.  [Staking. 

Lady  P  iint.  The  laft  of  any  in  the  world  by  my  purity; 
now  you  make  me  fwear — O  gratitude  forbid,  that  I  fhould 
ever  be  Banting  in  a  refpedrful  acktiowlegermnt  of  an  en 
tire  resignation  of  ai!  my  bed  wifhes.  for  the  perfon  and 
parts  of  fo  accompliOied  a  perfon,  wliofe  merit  challenges 
rnitch  more,  I'm  fure,  than  my  illiterate  praifes  can  de- 

fcription 

l>>  '!  -I'jbhrif  tvnr.]  Ah.  Heavens,  Madam,  you  ruin 
me  with  kindnefs;  your  chaeming  tongue  purfues  the  vic 
tory  of  your  eyes,  while  at  your  feet  your  poor  adorer  dies. 
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Lady  Plyant.  Ah  !  very  fine. 

Care.  Jtill  •whining.']  Ah,  why  are  you  fo  fair,  fo  bewitch 
ing  fair  ?  O  let  me  grow  to  the  ground  here,  and  feaft 
upon  that  hand;  O  let  me  prefs  it  to  my  heart,  my  trem 
bling  heart;  the  nimble  movement  fhall  inflrudr.  your  pulfe, 

and  teach  it  to  alarm  defire. Zoons,   I  m  almott  at  the 

«nd  of  my  cant  if  {he  does  not  yield  quickly.  [rffide. 

Lady  Plyant.  O  that's  fo  paffionate  and  fine,  I  cannot 
hear  it — I  am  not  fafe  if  I  fray,  and  mud  leave  you. 

Care-  And  muft  you  leave  me!  Rather  let  me  languifh. 
out  a  wretched  life,  and  breathe  my  foul  beneath  your 

feet 1  muft  fay  the  fame  thing  over  again,  and  can't 

help  it.  [dfw'f' 

Lady  Plyant.  I   fwear  I'm  ready  to  languifh   too O 

my  honour !  whither  is  it  going  ?  I  proteft  you  have  given 
me  the  palpitation  of  the  heart. 

Care.  Can  you  be  fo  cruel  ? 

Lady  Plfaitt.   O  rife  t  befeech  you,  fay  no  more  till  you 

rife Why  did  you  kneel  fo  long  ?  I  fwear  I  was  fo  tran- 

fportcd,  I  did  not  fee  it, — Well,  to  fliew  you  how  far  you 
have  gain'd  upon  me,  I  afTiire  you  if  Sir  Paul  fliould  die, 
of  all  mankind  there's  none  I'd  fooner  make  my  fecond 
choice. 

Care.  O  Heav'n !  I  can't  outlive  this  night  without  your 
favour — I  fetl  my  fpirits  faint,  a  general  dampnels  ovcr- 
ipreads  my  face,  a  cold  deadly  dew  already  vents  through 
all  my  pores,  and  will  to-morrow  wafli  me  for  ever 'from 
your  figbf ,  and  drown  me  in  my  tomb. 

Lady  Pliant*  O  you  have  conquer'd,  fweet,  melting,  mo 
ving  Sir,  you  have  conquer'd What  heart  of  marble 

can  refrain  to  weep,  and  yield  to  fuch  fad  fayings —  [Cries. 

drc.  I  thank  Heaven  they  are  the  faddefl  that  I  ever 
iaid — Oh' 1  fhall  never  contain  laughter.  [<4jide. 

Lady  Plyant,  Oh,  I  yield  myfelf  all  up  to  your  uncon 
trollable  embraces Say,  thou  near-dying  mail,  when, 

where,  and  how Ah,  there's  Sir  Paul. 

VOL.  I.  O 
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Care.  "Slife,  yonder's  Sir  Paul ;  but  if  he  were  not  come, 
I'm  fo  tranfportcd  I  cannot  fpcak This  note  will  in 
form  you.  [Gives  her  a  n:te. 

SCENE       III. 
Lady   P  L  Y  A  N  T,    Sir   PAUL,    CYNTHIA. 

Sir  Paul.  Thou  art  my  tender  lambkin,  and  fhalt  do 
•what  thou  wilt — But  endeavour  to  forget  this  Mellefont. 

Cjn  I  would  obey  you  to  my  power,  Sir;  but  if  I  have 
not  him,  I  have  fvvorn  never  to  marry. 

Sir  Paul.  Never  to  marry !  Heavens  forbid  ;  muft  I 
neither  have  fons  nor  grandfons  ?  muft  the  family  of  the 
Plyants  be  utterly  extincSt  for  want  of  ifTue  male?  Oh,  im 
piety!  But  did  you  fwear,  did  that  fweet  creature  fwear  ? 
ha !  how  durfl  you  fwear  without  my  confent ;  ah,  gad,- 
(bud,  who  am  I  ? 

Cjn.  Pray,  don't  be  angry,  Sir  :  when  I  fwore  I  had  your 
confent ;  and  therefore  I  fworc. 

Sir  "Paul  Why  then,  the  revoking  my  confent  does  an 
nul,  or  make  of  non-effe<Sl  your  oath ;  fo  you  may  un- 
fwear  it  again — the  law  will  allow  it, 

CJH.  Ay,  but  my  con fcience  never  will. 

Sir  Paul.  Gadfbud,  no  matter  for  that,  confciencc  and 
law  never  go  together,  you  muft  not  expedl  that. 

J.ady  Plyiint.  Ay,  but  Sir  Paul,  1  conceive  if  flic  has 
fworn,  d'ye  mark  me,  if  fhe  has  once  fworn,  it  is  moft  un- 
chriftian,  inhuman,  and  obfcene  that  fhe  fhould  break  it. 
I'll  make  up  the  match  again,  becaufe  Mr  Carelefs  faid  it 
would  oblige  him.  [Afidt, 

Sir  Paul.  Does  your  Ladyfhip  conceive  fo  .'——Why,  I 
xvas  of  that  opinion  once  too— — Nay,  if  your  Ladyfhip 
conceive  fo,  I'm  of  that  opinion  again  ;  but  I  can  neither 
find  my  Lord  nor  my  Lady,  to  know  what  they  intend. 

Lady  Plyar.t.  I'm  fatisfied  that  my  coufm  Mellefont  ha* 
been  much  wrong'd. 

Cyn.  cf.de  ]  I'm  amaz'd  to  find  her  of  our  fide,  for  I'm 
fure  fhe  lov'd  him. 
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Lady  Plyant.  I  know  my  Lady  Touchwood  has  no  kind- 
nefs  for  him ;  and  befides  I  have  been  informed  by  Mr 
Carelefs,  that  Mellefont  had  never  any  thing  more  than  a 

profound  refpetSt That  he  has  own'd  himfelf  to  be  my 

admirer,   'tis  true,  but  he  was  never  fo  preihmptuous  to 
entertain  any  dishonourable  notions   of  things ;  fo  that  if 

tins  be  made  plain 1  don't  fee  how  my  daughter  can  in 

confcience  or  honour,  or  any  tiling  in  the  world 

Sir  Paul.  Indeed  if  this  be  made  plain,  as  my  Lady  your 
mother  fays,  child 

Lady  Pljant.  Plain!  I  was  informed  of  it  by  Mr  Care 
lefs — And  I  a/lure  you,  Mr  Carelefs  is  a  perlbn — that  has 
a  mofl  extraordinary  refpedt.  and  honour  for  you,  Sir  Paul. 

Cyn.  afidi.]  And  for  your  Ladyfhip  too,  I  believe,  or 
elfe  you  had  not  chang'd  fides  fo  foon ;  now  I  begin  to 
find  it. 

Sir  Paul.  'I  am  much  obliged  to  Mr  Carelefs  really,  lie 
is  a  perfon  that  I  have  a  great  value  for,  not  only  for 
that,  but  becaufe  he  has  a  great  veneration  for  your  Lady- 
fliip. 

Lady  Plyant.  O  law,  no  indeed,  Sir  Paul;  'tis  upon  your 
account. 

Sir  Paul.  No,  I  protefl  and  vow,  I  have  no  title  to  his 
efteem,  but  in  having  the  honour  to  appertain  in  fome 
tneafure  to  your  Ladyfliip,  that's  all. 

lady  Piyai.t.  O  law  now,  1  fwear  and  declare,  it  fhaii't 
be  fo;  you're  too  niodeft,  Sir  Paul. 

Sir  Piiul.  It  becomes  me,  when  there  is  any  companion, 
made  between 

Lady  Plyant.  O  fy,  fy,  Sir  Paul,  you'll  put  me  out  of 
countenance — your  very  obedient  aud  affcClionaic  \virt  ; 
that's  all and  highly  honour'd  in  that  title. 

t>ir  Paul.  Gadfbud,  I'm  tranfported.  Give  me  leave  to 
kifs  your  Ladyiliip's  hand. 

Cyn.  That  my  poor  father  fliould  be  fo  very  filly.' 

{A fide. 

Lady  P/JCK/.  My  lip,  indeed,  Sir  Paul,  I  fwear  you  fliall. 
\Ht  kifii  her,  and  kc/ivi  very  levt. 
O    ). 
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Sir  Paul.  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladyfhip — I  don't  knotr 

•whether  I  fly  on  ground,  or  walk  in  air Gadfbud,  (he 

was  never  thus  before — Well,  1  muft  own  myfcif  the  moft 
beholden  to  Mr  Carelefs — As  fure  as  can  be  this  is  all  his 
doing — fomething  that  he  has  faid — well,  'tis  a  rare  thing, 

to  have  an  ingenious  friend Well,  your  Ladylliip  is  of 

opinion  that' the  match  may  go  forward  ? 

Lady  Ptyant.  By  all  means;  Mr  Carelefs  has  fatisfied 
me  of  the  matter. 

Sir  Paul.  Well,  why  then,  Jamb,  you  may  keep  your 
oath,  but  have  a  care  of  making  rafh  vows;  come  hither 
to  me,  and  kifs  Papa 

Lady  Plyant'  I  fwear  and  declare,  I'm  in  fuch  a  twitter 
to  read  Mr  Carelefs's  letter,  that  1  can't  forbear  any  long 
er But  though  I  may  read  all  letters  firft  by  preroga 
tive,  yet  I'll  be  fure  to  be  unfufpeelcd  this  time Si* 

Paul. 

Sit  Paul.  Did  your  Ladyfhip  call? 

Lady  Pliant.  Nay,  not  to  interrupt  you,  my  dear — only 
lend  me  your  letter,  which  you  had  from  )our  fteward  to 
day  ;  I  would  look  upon  the  account  again,  and  may  be 
increafe  your  allowance. 

Sir  Paul.  There  it  is,  Madam  ;  do  you  want  a  pen  and 
ink  ?  [Saw  ana  gives  the  letter. 

Lady  Phaxt.  No,  no,  nothing  elfe,  I  thank  you,  Sir 

Paul So  now  I  can  read  my  own  letter  under  the  cover 

of  his.  [Afide. 

Sir  Paul.  He  ?  and  wilt  thoa  bring  a  grandfon  at  nine 
months  end,  he  ? — a  brave  chopping  boy  ?  I'll  fettle  a 
fhoufand  pound  a-year  upon  the  rogue,  as  foon  as  ever 
he  looks  me  in  the  face  ;  1  will,  gadfbud.  I'm  overjoy'd 
to  think  have  any  of  my  famih  that  will  bring  children 
into  the  world.  For  1  would  fain  have  fome  refemblancc 
of  mvfclf  in  my  poflerity.  hey,  Thy  ?  Can't  you  contrive 
that  affair,  girl  ?  Do,  Gadfbud,  think  on  thy  old  father,, 
heh  ;  make  the  young  rogue  as  like  as  you  can. 
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Ofnt.  I'm  g'-<id  to  fee  you  fo  merry,  Sir. 

Sir  Paul.  Merry,  gads-bud  I'm  ferious,  I'll  givethce  five 
hundred  pound  for  every  inch  of  him  that  refembles  me ;  ah 
this  eye,  this  left  eye !  A  thoufaud  pound  for  this  left  eye. 
This  has  done  execution  in  its  time,  girl;  why  thou  haft 

my  leer,  huffy,  juft  thy  father's  leer Let  it  be  tr.mf- 

mitted  to  the  young  rogue  by  the  help  of  imagination ; 
why  'tis  the  mark  of  our  family,  Thy,  our  houfe  is  di- 
ftinguifh'd  by  a  languishing  eye,  as  the  houfe  of  Aulhia  Is 
by  a  thick  lip.— Ah!  when  I  was  of  your  age,  huffy,  I 
\vould  have  held  fifty  to  one,  I  could  have  drawn  my  own 
picture — Gads-bud  I  could  have  done — not  fo  much  as 
you  neither, — but— nay,  don't  bluih — 

Cjnt.  I  don't  blufh,  Sir,  for  I  vow  I  don't  under- 
fland 

Sir  Paul.  Pfliaw,  Pfliaxv,  you  fib,  you  baggage,  you  do 
under  (land,  and  you  fhall  understand;  come,  don't  be  ib 
nice,  gads-bud  don't  learn  after  your  mother-in-law  my 
Lady  here  :  marry,  Heax'n  forbid  that  you  fliould  follow 
her  example,  that  would  fpoil  all  indeed-  Blefs  us,  if  you 
fliould  take  a  vagarie  and  make  a  rafh  refo'ution  on  your 
wedding  night,  to  die  a  maid,  as  ilie  did;  all  were  ruin'd, 

all  my  hopes  loft My  heart  would  break,  and  my  eftate 

would  be  left  to  the  wide  world,  he  ?  I  hope  you  are  a 
better  Chriftian  than  to  think  of  living  a  nun;  he? 
Anfwer  me. 

Cynt-  J'm  all  obedience,  Sir,  to  your  commands. 

Lady  Piyai.t.  having  rea.i  the  letter.}  O  dear  Mr  Carelefs, 
I  fvvear  he  writes  charmingly,  and  he  looks  charmingly, 
and  he  has  charm'd  me,  as  much  as  I  have  charm'd  him; 
and  fo  I'll  tell  him  in  the  wardrobe  when  'tis  dark.  O 
crimine  !  I  hope  Sir  Paul  has  not  feen  both  letters.  [Puts 
tl:e  Liter  kajUly  up,  ana  gives  him  her  ovm.]  Sir  Paul,  here's 
your  letter,  to-morrow  morning  I'll  fettle  accounts  to  youi 
advantage. 
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SCENE      IV. 
[7*o  rAem]    BRISK. 

Brisk.  Sir  Paul,  gads-bud  you're  an  uncivil  pcrfon,  let 
me  tell  you,  and  all  that;  and  I  did  not  think  it  had 
been  in  you. 

bir  Paul  O  law,  what's  the  matter  now  ?  I  hope  you 
are  not  angry,  Mr  Briik. 

Br'sk.  Deuce  take  me,  I  believe  you  intend  to  marry 
your  daughter  yourfelf;  you're  always  brooding  over  her 
like  an  old  hen.  as  if  (lie  were  not  well  hatch'd,  I'gad,  he  ? 

Sir  Paul  Good  ftrangc  !  Mr  Brilk  is  fuch  a  merry  fa 
cetious  perfon,  he,  he,  he.  No,  no,  I  have  done  with 
her,  I  have  done  with  her  now. 

-BrMjK  The  fiddlers  have  ftay'd  this  hour  in  the  hall, 
and  my  Lord  Froth  wants  a  partner,  we  can  never  begia 
without  her. 

Sir  Paul.  Go,  go,   child,  go,   get   you  gone   and   daure 
and   he  merry,  I'll  come  and  look  at  you  by  and  by. 
^here's  my  fon  MetlefontT 

Lady  Plyint.  I'll  fend  him  to  them,  I  know  where  he  is  — 

Brisk.  Sir  Paul,  will  you  fend  Carelefs  into  the  hall  if 
you  meet  him  ? 

Sir  Paul.  I  will,  I  will,  I'll  go  and  look  for  him  oo 
yurpofe. 

SCENE       V. 
BRISK   alont. 

So  now  they  are  all  gone,  and  I  have  an  oppor 
tunity  to  pradtife.  --  Ah  I  my  dear  Lady  Froth  f 
She's  a  moft  engaging  creature,  if  flic  were  not  fa  fond  of 
that  damn'd  coxcombly  lord  of  hers  ;  and  yet  I  am  forc 
ed  to  allow  him  wit  too,  to  keep  in  with  him  -  No  mat 
ter,  flic's  a  woman  of  parts,  and  I'gad  parts  will  carry 
her.  She  faid  flic  \»oukl  follow  me  into  the  gallery  —  — 
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Now  to  make  my  approaches — Hem,  hem!  Ah  Ma-[#3wj.J 
dam! — Pox  on't,  why  fhould  I  difparage  my  parts  by 
thinking  what  to  fay  ?  None  but  dull  rogues  think;  wit 
ty  men,  like  rich  fellows,  are  always  ready  for  all  ex- 
pences ;  while  your  blockheads,  like  poor  needy  fcoun- 
drels,  are  forced  to  examine  their  flock,  and  forecaft  the 
charges  of  the  day.  Here  fhe  comes,  I'll  feem  not  to 
fee  her,  and  try  to  win  her  with  a  new  airy  invention  oJf 
my  own,  hem  1 


SCENE       VI. 
[•ro  Aim]  Lady    FROTH. 

[Brifk  fings,  -walking  about]  I'm  Jick  -with  love,  ha,  ha, 
ha,  pr'ythte  come  cure  me. 

I  'm  fick  -with,  etc. 

O  yepow'rs!O  my  Lady  Froth,  my  Lady  Froth!  My 
Lady  Froth  !  Heigho!  Break  heart;  Gods  I  thauk  you. 

[Stands  mufitig  with  bu  arms  acrofi, 

Lady  Fr>tb.   O  heav'ns,  Mr  Briik  '  What's  the  matter? 

Brisk.  My  Lady  Kroth !  Your  Ladyfhip's  moft  humble 
fervant; The  matter,  Madam  ?  Nothing,  Madam,  no 
thing  at  all  1'gad.  I  was  fallen  into  the  moft  agreeable 
amufement  in  the  whole  province  of  contemplation  :  that's 

all (i'll  feem  to  conceal  my  paffion,  and  that  will 

look  like  refpect.)  [Aftde. 

Lady  Froth.  Blefs  me,  why  did  you  call  out  upon  me  fo 
loud  ? 

Br:ik.  O  Lord,   I,  Madam  ?   I  befeech  your  Ladyflu'p 
when  ! 

Lady  Frith.  Juft  now  as  I  came  in :  blefs  me,  why  don't 
you  know  it  ? 

Bnsk.  Not  I,  let  me  perifh But  did  I !  Strange !  I 

confefs  your  Ladyfhip  was  in  my  thoughts;  and  I  was  in 
a  fort  of  dream  that  did  in  a  manner  prefent  a  very 
pleafing  objec^o  my  imagination,  but  •  •  but  did  I  in- 
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deed To  fee  how  love  and  murder  will  out.  But  did 

I  really  name  my  Lady  Froth? 

Lady  Froth.  Three  times  aloud,  as  I  love  letters But 

did  you  tnlk  of  love?  O  ParnafTus!  Who  would  have 
thought  Mr  Brifk  cou'd  have  been  in  love,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
O  heav'ns,  I  thought  you  cou'd  have  no  miftrefi  but  the 
Bine  Mufes. 

Brisk.  No  more  I  have,  1'gad,  for  1  adore  'em  all  in 

your  Ladytliip Let  me  perifli,  I  don't  know  whether 

to  be  fplenetic  or  airy  upon't;  the  deuce  take  me  if  I 
can  tell  whether  lam  glad  or  forry  that  your  Ladyfliip  hai 
made  the  difcovery. 

Lady  Frotl.  O  be  merry  by  all  means — Prince  Volfciui 
in  love!  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Brisk.  O  barbarous,  to  turn  me  into  ridicule!  Yet, 
ha,  ha,  ha.  The  deuce  take  me,  I  can't  help  laughing 
my  felt,  ha,  ha,  ha;  yet  by  heav'ns  i  have  a  violent  paf- 
fion  for  your  T.adyfliip,  ierioufly. 

Lady  Froth.  Serioufly  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

~Rr :sk.  Serioufly,  ba,  ha,  ha.  Gad  I  have,  for  all  I 
laugh. 

Lady  Froth.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  What  d'ye  think  I  laugh  at  ? 
Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Briik.  Me  I'gad,  ha,  ha. 

Lady  Fn-tb.  No  the  deuce  take  me  if  I  don't  laugh  at 
myfelf ;  for  hang  me  if  i  have  not  a  violent  paffion  for 
Mr  Briik,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

JB'isk.  Serioufly  f 

Lady  Froth,    erioufly,  ba,  ha,  ha. 

Bri<k.  That's  well  enough;  let  me  perifli,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
O  miraculous,  what  a  happy  difcovery  !  Ah  my  dear 
charming  Lady  Froth ! 

Lady  Froth.  Oh  my  adored  Mr  Brifk .'  [Embrace. 

SCENE       VII. 

[2"«  the m]    Lord    FROTH. 

Lord  Frotl.  The  company  are  all  ready How  now! 

£risk.  Z.OCD.O,  Madam,  there's  my  Lordf     [fytfy  to  her. 
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Lady  Frolb.  Take  no  notice but  obferve  rne — Now 

eaft  off,  and  meet  me  at  the  lower  end  of  the  room, 
and  then  join  hands  again ;  I  could  teach  my  Lord  thi* 
dance  purely,  but  1  vow,  Mr  Brifk,  I  can  t  tell  how  to 
come  fo  near  any  other  man.  Oh  here's  my  Lord,  now 
you  {hall  fee  me  do  it  with  him. 

[They  pretend  to  prafl'ife  fart  of  a  country  fante. 

Lord  Frctb. Oh  I  fee  there's    no  harm  yet — But  I 

don't  like  this  familiarity.  \_Ajlde. 

Lady  t'r'jtb. Shall  you  and  I  do  our  clofe  dance,  to 

iliew  Mr  Brifk  ? 

Lord  Froth.  No,  my  dear,  do  it  with  him. 

Lady  Froth.  I'll  do  it  with  him,  my  Lord,  when  you  arc 
out  of  the  way. 

Bnsk.  That's  good  1'gad,  that's  good,  deuce  take  me  I 
can  hardly  hold  laughing  in  his  face.  ,  [djide, 

Lord  Frotb.  Any  other  time,  my  dear,  or  we'll  dance  it 
below. 

Lady  Froth.  With  all  my  heart. 

Brhk.  Come,  my  Lord,   I'll  wait  on  you My 

charming  witty  angel !  [To  her, 

Lady  Frftb.  We  lhall  have  whifpering  time  enough,  you 
know,  fince  we  are  partners. 

SCENE       VIII. 
Lady   P  L  Y  A  N  T,    and   CARELESS. 

Lady  Ply  ant.  O  Mr  Carelefs,  Mr  Cartlefs,  I'm  ruin'd,  I'm 
undone. 

Care.  What's  the  matter,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Pljaut.  O  the  moft  unlucky  accident,  I'm  afraid  I 
fhan  t  live  to  tell  it  you. 

Ca'e.   Heav'n  forbid!  What  is  it  ? 

Lady  Plyj>:t.  I'm  in  fuch  a  fright;  the  ftrangeft  quandary 
and  prcmunire!  I'm  all  over  in  an  univerfal  agitation, 
I  dare  fwear  every  circumftance  of  me  trembles. — O  )our 
letter,  your  letter  !  By  an  unfortunate  miftake,  I  have  give* 
Sir  Paul  your  letter  iuftcad  of  his  own. 
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Cjre.  That  was  unlucky. 

Lady  Pltant.  O  yonder  becomes  reading  of  it,  for  heav'n» 
fake  ttep  iu  here  and  advife  me  quickly  before  be  feet. 


SCENE      IX. 
Sir   PAUL  with  a  letter* 

Sir  Paul. O  providence,  what  a  confpiracy  have  I 

difcover'd — But  let  me  fee  to  make  an  end  on't. — [Reads.'} 
Hum — "  After  fupperin  the  wardrobe  by  the  gallery,  if  Sir 
"  Paulfhould  furprife  us,  1  have  a  commiffion  from  him  to 
"  treat  with  you  about  the  very  matter  of  facY' — Matter 
of  faiSt !  Very  pretty  ;  it  feems  then  I  am  conducing  to  my 
Own  cuckotdom  ;  why  this  is  the  very  traiterous  pofition  of 
taking  up  arms  by  my  authority,  again  ft  my  perfon. 

Well,  let  me  fee "  'Till  then  1  languifh  in  expectation 

"  of  my  adored  charmer.  Dying  Ned  Carclefs  " 

Gads-bud,  would  that  were  matter  of  fa&  too.  Die 
and  be  damn'd  for  a  Judas  Maccabeus,  and  Jfcariot  both. 

0  friendship !  what  art  thou   but  a  name  !  Henceforward 
let  no   man  make  a  friend  that  would  not  be  a  cuckold  : 
for  whomfoever  he  receives  into  his  bofom,  -will  find  the 
•way  to  his  bed,   and  there   return  his   careffes   with  inte- 
refl  to  his  wife.     Have   I    for  this  been  pinion'd  night  af 
ter  night  for  three   years   part!    Have    I  been   fwath'd  in 
blankets  'till  I  have  been  ev*n  depriv'd  of  motion  ?  Have 

1  approach'd  the  marriage   bed  with  reverence  at  to  a  fa- 
cred  flirine,   and  deny'd   myfelf  the   enjoyment   of  lawful 
domeftic  plcafures  to  piefervc  its  purity,  and  mult   1  now 
find  it   polluted  by  foreign   iniquity  :   O  my  Lady  Plyant, 
you  were  chafte  as  ice,  but  you  are  melted  now,  and  falfc 
as  water — But  providence  has  been  conftant  to  me  in  di£ 
covering  this  confpiracy  ;  ftili  1  am  beholden  to  providence; 
if   it   were  not  for  provideacc,  fure,  poor  Sir  Paul,  thj 
Jbcar:  would  break. 


THE    DOUBLE-DEALER.          ifj 

SCENE      X. 
tr«  him-]    Lady  P  L  Y  A  N  T. 

Lady  Pliant.  So,  Sir,  I  fee  yon  have  read  the  letter — Well 
now,  Sir  Paul,  what  do  you  think  of  your  friend  Care- 
lefs  ?  Has  he  been  treacherous,  or  did  you  give  his  info- 
lence  a  licence  to  make  trial  of  your  wife's  fufpected  virtue  ? 
D'ye  fee  here  ?  [Snatches  ike  ieiter  as  in  anger  J  Look,  read  it  ? 
Gads  my  life,  if  I  thought  it  were  fo,  1  would  this  moment 
renounce  all  communication  with  you.  Ungrateful  mon- 
fter !  He :  Is  it  fo  ?  ay,  I  fee  it,  a  plot  upon  my  honour  ; 
your  guilty  checks  confcfo  it  :  Oh  where  fhall  wrong'd 
virtue  fly  for  lepaiation  !  I'll  be  divorc'd  this  inftrrit. 

Sir  Ptul.  Gadfbud  what  fhall  I  fay  ?  This  is  the  ftran- 
gcfl  furprife  '-  Why  I  don  t  know  any  thing  at  all,  nor 
I  don't  know  whether  there  be  any  thing  at  all  in  the 
world  or  no. 

Lady  Ply,i  t.  I  thought  {  fhould  try  you,  falfe  man,  I 
that  never  diftembled  in  my  life,  yet  to  make  trial  of 
you,  pretended  to  1  kt  that  monfter  of  iniquity,  Girtlefs, 
and  found  out  that  contrivance  to  let  you  fee  this  letter; 
•which  now  I  find  was  of  your  own  inciting — I  do,  hea 
then,  I  do;  fee  my  face  no  more;  I'll  be  divorc'd  pre- 
fcntly. 

Sir  Paul.  O  ftrange,  what  will  become  of  me1 — I'm  fo 
amaz'd,and  fo  overjoyed,  fo  afraid,  and  fo  lorry. — But  did 
you  give  me  this  letter  on  purpofe,  he?  Did  you  ? 

Lady  Plyant,  Did  l!  do  you  dcubt  me,  Turk,  .caracen  ? 
I  have  a  coufin  that's  a  pro<£tor  in  the  commons,  I'll  go  to 
kini  inflantly. 

Sir  Paul.  Hold,  flay,  I  befeech  your  Ladyfliip <- 

I'm  fo  overjoy'd,  (lay.  I'll  confeis  all. 

Lady  P^:>:t.  What  will  youconfefs,  Jew? 

Sir  Paul,  Why  nowas  I  hope  tobefaved,  1  had  no  hand 
in  this  letter — Nay  hear  me,  I  befeech  your  Lad;  (lip: 
the  devil  take  me  now  if  he  did  not  go  beyond  my  com- 
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million If   I   defir'd   him  to  do  any  more   than  /peak 

a  good  word  only  jufl  for  me  •,  gadfbud  only  for  poor  Sir 
Paul,  I'm  an  anabaptifl,  or  a  Jew,  or  what  you  pleaic  to 
call  me. 

Lady  Plyant.  Why,  is  not  here  a  matter  of  fadr.  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Ay,   but  by   your  o\vn  virtue   and   continency 

that  matter  of  fa£t  is  all  his  own  doing 1  confefs  I 

had  a  great  delire  to  have  fome  honours  conferr'd  upon 
me,  which  ly  all  in  your  Ladyfhip's  breaft,  and  lie  being 
a  well  ipoken  man,  1  detired  him  to  intercede  for  me. 

Lady  Plyjnt.  Did  you  fo,  prcfumpticm  I  Oh  !  he  comes, 
the  Tarquin  co.nes;  I  canuot  bear  his  fight. 

SCENE       XI. 
CARELESS,    Sir    PAUL. 

Ciire.  Sir  Paul,  I'm  glad  I've  met  with  you,  'gad  I  have 
faid  all  1  could,  but  can't  prevail — Then  my  fricndfliip  to 
you  has  carry  d  me  a  little  farther  in  this  matter. 

.Sir  Paul.  Indeed — Well,  Sir — ''11  diifcmbie  with  him  a 
little.  [Af.Je. 

Ca<-f.  Why,  faith,  I  have  in  my  time  known  honefl 
gentlemen  abufed '  by  a  pretended  coynefs  in  their  wives, 

and  !  had  a  mind  to  trv  my  Lady's  virtue And  when  I 

could  not  prevail  for  y  u,  'gad  I  pretended  to  be  in  love 
m>fdf — b'it  al1  in  vain;  lac  would  not  liear  a  word  upon 
thai  fubje&;  then  1  writ  a  letter  to  her;  I  don't  know 
what  etTtcli  that  will  have,  but  I'll  be  fure  to  tell  you 
when  I  do,  tho'  by  this  light  I  believe  her  virtue  is  im 
pregnable. 

Sir  Pa-'tl.  O  Providence!  Providence!  whar  difcoveries 
are  here  made  ?  Why,  this  is  better  and  more  miraculous 
than  the  reft. 

Care.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Sir  Paul.  I  can't  tell  you,  I'm  fo  overjoy'd;  come  along 
with  me  to  my  Lady,  1  can't  contain  mylclf ;  come,  my 
dear  friend. 

Cart.  So,  fo,  fo,  this  difficulty's  over.  [Afide. 
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SCENE      XIL 

M  E  L  L  E  F  O  N  T,    M  A  S  K  W  E  L  L,   /rsra  different  doors. 

Mel.  Mafkwell !  I  have  been  looking  for  you — — 'tis 
within  a  quarter  of  eight. 

Mask.  My  Lady  isjuft  gone  into  ray  Lord's  clofct,  you 
-had  bed  (teal  into  her  chamber  before  (lie  comes,  and  ly 
concealed  there,  othcrwife  fhe  may  lock  the  door  when  v.-c 
are  together,  and  you  not  eauly  get  in  to  furprize  us. 

Af el.   He !  you  fay  true. 

M,-;sk.  You  had  bed  make  hafte  ;  for  after  fhe  has  made 
fome  apology  to  the  company  for  her  own,  and  my  Lord's 
abfence  all  this  while,  flie'll  retire  to  htr  chamber  in- 
.ftantly. 

Mel.  I  go  this  moment  :  now  fortune,  I  defy  thee. 

SCENE       XIII. 
M  A  S  K.  W  E  L  L    alone. 

I  confefs  you  may  be  allowed  to  be  fecurc  in  your  OWH 
opinion;  the  appearance  is  very  fair,  but  I  have  an  after- 
gam'  ,to  play  that  ihall  turn  the  tables :  and  here  comes  the 
man  that  1  inufi  manage. 

SCENE       XIV. 
Cro  him']   Lord    TOUCHWOOD. 

Lord  Touch.  Mafkwell,  you  are  the  man  I  wifli  to  meet. 

M..sk  I  am  happy  to  be  in  the  way  of  your  Lordiliip's 
•commands. 

Lord  Tomb.  I  have  always  found  you  prudent  and  care 
ful  in  any  thing  that  has  conceru'd  me  or  my  family. 

Mi.sk.  I  were  a  villain  elfe I  am  bound  Ly  duty 

and  gratitude,  and  my  own  inclination,  to  be  ever  your 
Lordlhip's  fervant. 

Lord  Touch.  Lnough You  arc  my  friend ;  I  know  it. 

VOL.  I.  P 
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Trt  there  has  been  a  thing  in  your  knowledge,  which  has 
concern'd  me  nearly,  that  you  hare  conceal'd  from  me. 

Mnk.  My  Lord! 

Lord  Touch.  Nay,  I  excufe  your  friendfhip  to  my  unna 
tural  nephew  thus  far But  I  know  you  have  been  privy 

to  his  impious  dtfigns  upon  my  wife.  This  ev'ning  flic 
has  told  me  all  :  her  good  nature  conceal'd  it  as  long  as 
was  pofiible;  but  he  perftveres  fo  in  villainy,  that  fhe  has 
told  me  even  you  were  weary  of  diiTiiading  him,  though 
you  have  once  actually  hindered  him  from  forcing  her. 

Mask.  1  am  forry,  my  Lord,  I  can't  make  you  an  anfwcr  j 
this  is  an  occafion  in  which  1  would  not  willingly  be 
filent. 

Lord  Touch.  I  know  you  would  excufe  him And  I 

know  as  well  that  you  can't. 

Mask.  Indeed  I  was  in  hopes  'thad  been  a  youthful  heat 
that  might  have  foon  boil'd  over  ;  but 

Lord  Tvitch.  Say    on. 

Mask.  1  have  nothing  more  to  fay,  my  Lord hut  to 

cxprefs  my  concern;  for  I  think  his  frenzy  increafes 
daily. 

'  Lord  Touch.  TTow!  Give  me  but  proof  of  it,  ocular  proof, 
that  I  may  juftify  my  dealing  with  him  to  the  world,  and 
fiiare  my  fortunes. 

Mrisk.  O  my  Lord  !  confider  that  is  hard  :  befides,  time 
xnay  work  upon  him  :  then  for  me  to  do  it!  I  have  pro- 
fefs'd  an  everlafling  friendfhip  to  him. 

Lord  Touch    He  if  your  friend,  and  what  am  I  ? 

Mask.  I  am  anfwered. 

Lord  Touch.  Fear  not  his  difpleafure;  I  will  put  vou  out 
of  lii?,  and  fortune's  power  :  and  for  that  thou  art  fcrupu- 
Joufly  honed,  I  will  fecure  thy  fidelity  to  him,  and  give 
my  honour  never  to  own  any  difcovery  thr.t  you  flia'l 
make  me.  Can  you  give  me  a  demonftrative  proof? 
Speak. 

M-jjt.  I  wlfh  I  could  not To  be  plain,   my  Lord,   I 

intended  this  ev'ning  to  have  try'd  all  arguments  to  dif- 
Aiuds  him  from  a  defign,  which  I  fufpcft;  ar.d  if  1  bad 
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not  fucceeded,  to  have  informed  your  Lordflitp  of  what  I 
knew. 

Lord  Touch.  I  thank  you.  What  is  the  villain's  purpofe  ? 

Mask.  He  own'd  nothing  to  me  of  late,  and  what  I 
mean  now,  is  only  a  bare  fufpicion  of  my  own.  If  your 
Lordfhip  will  mtet  me  a  quarter  of  au  hour  hence  there, 
in  that  lobl»y  by  my  Lady's  bed-chamber,  1  fhall  be  able 
to  tell  you  more. 

LordT<5«<».  I  will. 

Mask.  My  duty  to  your  Lordfliip  makes  me  do  a  fevcre 
piece  of  juftice 

Lord  Tc-wc/j.  I  will  be  fecrct,  and  reward  your  hoaefty 
beyond  your  hopes. 

SCENE       XV. 

SCENE  opening,  Jbeivs  Lify  Touch  wood'*  clumber. 

MELLEFONT     fobs. 

Pray  Heav'n  my  aunt  keep  touch  with  her  affignatioa 
Oh  that  her  Lord  were   but    fweating   behind   this 

hanging,  with  the  expectation  of  what   I  {hall   fee 

Hift,  fiie  comes Little  does  Ihe  think  what  a  iniae  is 

juil  ready  to  fpring  under  her  feet.     But  to  my  port. 

[Goes  behind  the  hangings. 

SCENE       XVI. 

Lady    T  O  U  C  H  W  O  O  D. 

'Tis  eight  o'  clock:  methinks  I  fhould  have  found  him 
here.  Who  does  not  prevent  the  hour  of  love,  out-ftays 
the  time;  for  to  be  dully  punctual,  is  too  flow  .  1  WA.S 
accufing  you  of  neglect. 

SCENE       XVII. 

Lady    TOUCHWOOD,    MASK  WELL. 

Mellefont  a^fcondlng. 
Mask.  I  confcfs  you  do  reproach  nit  when  1  fee   yott 
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liere  before  me;  but  'tis  fit  I  fliould  be   ftill  behind-handV 

ftill  to  be  more  and"  more  indebted  to  youftjoodnefs. 

LzdyTcuch.  You  can  excufe  a  fault  too  well,  not  to  have 
been  to  blame — A  ready  anfwer  fliews  you  were  prepar'd. 

Mad.  Guilt  is  ever  at  a  lots,  andconfufion  waits  upoi* 
it;  when  innocence  and  bold  truth  are  always  ready  for 
expreifcon 

Lady  Teach.  Not  in  love;  words  are  the  weak  fupport 
of  cold  indifference;  love  has  no  language  to  be  heard. 

Mask.  Excefs  of  joy  has  made  me  ftupid  !  Thus  may  my 

Jips  be  ever  clos'd.    [Kijfts  her.]    And  thus Oh  who 

•Would  not  lofe  his  fpcech,  upon  condition  to  have  joys 
above  it! 

Lady  Touch.  Hold,  let  me  lock  the  door  firft. 

[Cues  to  tie  door. 

Mail!,  afidc.]  That  I  belie v'd ;  'twas  well  I  left  the 
private  pafage  open. 

Lady  T>  :i^h.    So,  that's  fafc. 

Mask.  And  fo  may  all  your  pleafurcs  be,  and  fccret  as 
this  kifs 

Aid.  And  may  all  treachery  be  thus  difcover'd. 

[Lef.ps  out. 

Lady  TncL  Ah  !  [Shriekt. 

Mel.  Vill.iin  !  lifers  to  draw. 

Mart.  Nay,  then,  there's  but  one  way.  [Rum  out. 

SCENE        XVIII. 
Lidy    TOUCHWOOD,     MELLEFONT. 

Me-/.  Say  you  fo,  were  you  provided  for  an  cfcape? 
JToldj  Mad.un,  youjiave  no  more  holes  to  your  burrow, 
J  flaud  between  you  and  this  (ally- port. 

Lady  Touch.  Thunder  ftrike  thee  dead  for  this  deceit, 
immediate  lightning  blafl  thee,  me,  ami  the  whole  world — 
Oh  !  I  could  rack  myfelf,  play  the  vulture  to  my  own-, 
heart,  and  gnaw  it  piece- meal,  for  no;  boding  to  rae  thi* 
misfortune. 

Mi/.  Be  patient 
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Lady  Tcttck.  Be  damn'd 

-Alt1/.  Confider  I  have  you  on  the  hook;  you  will  bat 
Rounder  yourfelf  a-weary,  and  be  neverthdefs  my  prifo' 
ner. 

Lady  Touch.  I'll  hold  my  breath  and  die,  but  I'll  be  frer. 

JVf<7.  O  Madam,  have  a  care  of  dying  unprepar'd.  I 
doubt  you  have  fome  unrepeuted  fins  that  may  hang 
heavy,  and  retard  your  flight. 

Lady  Touch.  O  what  fliall  I  do  ?  fay  ?  whither  fliall  I 
turn  ?  Has  hell  no  remedy  ? 

Mel.  None  ;  hell  has  fcrv'd  you  ev'n  as  heaven  has 
done,  left  you  to  yourfelf. — You're  in  a  kind  of  Erafinus' 
paradife  ;  yet,  if  you  pleafe,  you  may  make  it  a  purgatory; 
and  with  a  little  penauce  and  my  abfolution,  all  this  may 
turn  to  good  account. 

Lady  Ti/ucb.  aft<ic.~]  Hold  in,  my  paflion,  and  fall,  fall 
a  little,  thou  fwelling  heart;  let  me  have  fome  inteimiilion 
Of  this  rage,  and  one  minute's  coolucfs  to  dific-mble. 

[She  weeps. 

Mel.  You  have  been  to  blame 1  like  thofe  tears, 

and  hope  they  are  of  the  parefl:  kind — penitential  tears. 

Lady  Touch.  O  the  fcene  was  fliiftcd  quick  before  me — i 
had  not  time  to  think — I  was  furpris'd  to  fee  a  monfl.tr  in 
the  glafs,  and  now  J  find  'tis  myfeif ;  can  you  have  mercy 
to  forgive  the  faults  I  have  imagined,  but  never  put  ia 

practice  ? O  confider,  confider  how  fatal  you  have  been 

tome,  you  have  already  kill'd  the  quiet  of  this  life.  The 
love  of  you  was  the  firft  wand'ring  fire  that  e'er  mifled  my 
fteps,  and  while  I  had  only  that  in  view,  I  was  betrayed 
into  unthought  of  ways  of  ruin. 

Mel.  May  I  believe  this  true  ? 

lady  Touch.  O  be   not  cruelly  Incredulous TIow  can 

you  doubt  thcfe  ftreaming  eyes  ?  Keep  the  fevered  eye  o'er 
all  my  future  conduct;  and  if  I  once  relapfe,  let  me  not 
hope  forgivenefs,  'twill  ever  be  in  your  power  to  ruin  me. 
— My  Lord  iliall  figa  to  your  defires;  I  will  myfeif  create 
y:,ur  bapptacft,  and  Cy..t!ii;t  iuali  be  this  nigut  your  biidc 
<•— JJo  but  conical  niy  i'uilhigs,  and  iaigive. 

?  3 
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Mel.  Upon  fuch  terms,  I  will  be  be  ever  yours  in  ev'ry 
honcil  way. 


SCENE 

MASK  WELL    faftly     introtia'a    Lord     TOUCH  WOOD; 

and    retires 

Mask.  I  have  kept  my  word,  he's  here,  but  I  muft  not 
be  feen. 

SCENE       XX. 

Lady    TOUCHTWOOD,      Lord    TatlCHWOOO, 
M  ELLEFONT. 

Lord  Touch.  Hell  and  amazement  !  flic's  in  tears. 

Lady  Tt,uch.  kneeling.]  Eternal  bleffings  thank  you— 
Ha!  my  Lord  listening!  O  fortune  has  o'erpaid  me  all, 
all!  all's  my  own!  [Afide, 

Mel.   Nay,  I  befeech  you  rife. 

Lady  Touch,  aloud.}  Never,  never  !  I'lf  grow  to  the 
ground,  be  buried  quick  beneath  it,  ere  I'll  be  confemiug 
to  fo  damn'd  a  fin  as  inceft !  unnatural  inceft ! 

Mel.  Ha! 

LadyroarA.  O  cruel  man,  will  you  not  let  me  go? I'll 

forgive  all  that's  part — O  Heav'n,  you  will  not  ravifli  me? 

Mel    Damnation  ! 

Lord  Touch.  Monfter,  dog  !  your  life  fliall  anfwer  this— 
[Draws,  and  runs  at  Mel.  »  held  *j  Lady  Touchwood. 

Lady  Touch.  O  Heav'ns,  my  Lord !  Hold,  hold,  for  Hea 
ven's  fake. 

Mel.  Confufion,  my  uncle  !   O  the  damn'd  forcerefs  ! 

Lady  Touch.  Moderate  your  rage,  good  my  Lord !  He's 

mad,  alas,  he's  mad Indeed,  he  is,  my  Lord,  and 

knows  not  what  he  does — See  how  wild  he  looks 

AIi/.  By  Heav'n  'twere  fenftlefs  not  to  bemad,  and  fee 
fuch  witchcraft. 

Lady  Ton  h.  My  Lord,  you  hear  him,  he  talks  idly. 

Lord  Touch,  ileace  from  my  fi^ht,  thcu  living  iafamy  to 
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Biy  name;  when  next  I  fee  that  face,  I'll  write  villain  in't 
with  my  fword's  point. 

Aft/.  Now,  by  my  foul,  I  will  not  go  'till  I  have  made 
known  my  wrongs — Nay,  'till  1  have  made  known  yours, 
which  (»f  po-flibk)  are  greater — though  fhe  has  all  the  h oft 
t>f  hell  her  fervants. 

Lady  Touch.  Alas  he  raven  I  talks  very  poetry.  For 
Heaven's  fake,  away,  my  Lord,  he'll  either  tempt  you  to 
extravagance,  or  commit  fome  himfelf. 

Mel,  Death  and  furies,  will  you  not  hear  me — Why  by 
Heav'n  flic  laughs,  grins,  points  to  your  back  ;  fhe  forks 
out  cuckoldom  with  her  fingers,  and  you're  running  horn- 
mad  after  your  fortune, 

[A  fl>e  is  going  fhe  turn!  back  and  /miles  at  him. 

Lord  Touch.  I  fear  he's  mad  indeed— Let's  fend  Maikweil 
to  him. 

M el.  Send  him  to  her. 

Lady  Tone h.  Come,  come,  good  my  Lord,  my  heart  akes 
fo,  I  fliall  faint  if  1  flay. 

SCENE       XXJ. 

MELLEFONT    alone. 

O  I  could  curfe  my  ftars,  fate  and  chance ;  all  cau/ea 
and  accidents  of  fortune  in  this  life  !  Kut  to  what  pur- 
pofe  ?  \et,  'fdeath  for  a  man  to  have  the  fruit  of  all  his 
induftry  grow  full  and  ripe,  ready  to  drop  into  his  mouth, 
and  jufl  when  he  holds  out  his_haud  to  gather  it,  to  have 
a  fuddcn  whirlwind  come,  tear  up  tree  and  all,  and  bear 
away  the  very  root  and  foundation  of  his  hopes  ;  what 
temper  can  contain  ?  They  talk  of  fending  Maikweil  to 
me ;  i  never  had  more  need  of  him — But  what  can  he 
do  ?  Imagination  cannot  form  a  fairer  and  more  plaufible 
defign  than  this  of  his  which  has  mifcarried — O  my  pre 
cious  aunt,  1  fliall  never  thrive  without  I  deal  with  the 
devil,  or  another  woman. 

Women,  like  flames,  have  a  deftroying  pow'r, 
Ne'er  to  be  queuch'd,  'till  they  themfelves  devour. 

[Sec  r.e  Jl>uU» 
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AC  T     V.         SCENE     I. 

Lady    TOUCHWOOD    and    M  A  S  K  W  E  L  Lv 

Lady  TOUCHWOOD. 
\\T  A  S '  T  not  lucky  ? 

Maik.  Lucky  !  Fortune  is  your  own,  and  'tis  lief 
intereft  fo  to  be  :  by  Hcav'n,  I  believe  you  can  controul 
her  power,  and  flic  fears  it ;  though  chance  brought  my 
Lord,  'twas  your  own  art  turn'd  it  to  advantage. 

Lady  Touch .  'Tis  true,  it  might  have  been  my  ruin — But 
Bonder's  my  Lord,  1  believe  he's  coming  to  find  you,  I'll 
no:  be  fcen. 

SCENE       II. 
MASK  WELL    akne. 

So ;  T  durd  not  own  my  introducing  my  Lord,  though  it 
fuctecdfd  well  for  her,  for  flie  would  have  fufpecfted  a  de- 
fign  whichl  fhould  have  been  puzzled  toexcufe.  My  Lord  it 
thoughtful — I'll  be  fo  too;  yet  he  fliall  know  my  thoughts-, 
or  think  he  does — 

SCENE        III. 
[To  Aim]     Lord    TOUCHWOOD. 

MasL  What  have  I  done  ? 

Lord  Touch.  Talking  to  himfelf ! 

Na>k.  "Twas  honed — and  fhall  I  be  rewarded  for  it  ? 
Ko  'twas  honed;  therefore  1  fhan't  ; — Nay,  rather  there 
fore  I  ought  not;  for  it  rewards  itfelf. 

Lord  To:nb.  Uncqual'd  virtue  !  [4 fide. 

JVIflS*.  But-fliould  it  be  known!  then  I  have  loft  a 
friend'  He  was  an  ill  man,  and  I  have  gain'd  ;  for  half 
myfelf  t  lent  him,  and  that  I  have  recall'd  ;  fo  1  have 
fcrved  mjfdf,  and  what  is  yet  better,  1  have  fcrved  a  wor 
thy  Lord  to  whom  I  owe  myfelf. 

l.urd  T-u'.b.  Excellent  man  !  [dfiJe, 

'  .  Yet  I  am  wretclird — O  there  is  a  fecret  burns 
within  this  breaft,  which  liiould  it  once  biuae  forth,  would 
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ruin  all,  confume  my  honeft  character,  and  brand  me  with 
the  name  of  villain. 
Lord  T(-u(b.  Ha  ! 

Mask.  Why  do  I  love  !  Yet  Heaven  and  rny  waking  con- 
fcience  are  my  witneffes,  I  never  gave  oce  working  thought 
a  vent,  which  might  difcover  that  I  lov'd,  nui  ever  mult; 
BO,  let  it  prey  upon  ray  heart ;  for  I  would  rather  die,  thau 
fccm  once,  barely  feem,  diil.oneft  : — O,  fhould  it  once  be 
known  I  love  fair  Cynthia,  all  this  that  I  have  done  would 
look  like  rival's  malice,  falfe  friendship  to  my  Lord,  and 
bafe  felf-intereft.  Let  me  perifh  firft,  and  from  this  hour 
avoid  all  fight  and  fpeech,  and,  if  1  can,  all  thought  of  that 
pernicious  beaucy.  Ha  !  But  what  is  my  diftraction  do 
ing  !  I  am  wildly  talking  to  myfelf,  and  fome  ill  chance 
might  have  directed  malicious  ears  this  way. 

[Seems  to  f, art,  feeing  my  Lord. 

Lord  Touch.  Start  not — let  guilty  and  diiTioneft  fouls 
ftart  at  the  revelation  of  their  thoughts,  but  be  thou  fcx'd, 
as  is  thy  virtue. 

iW  .sk.  I  am  confounded,  and  beg  your  Lordfhip's  pardoa 
for  thofe  tree  difcourfes  which  I  have  had  with  myfelf. 

Lord  Cj'.nh,  Come,  I  beg  your  pardon  that  I  over-heard 
you,  and  yet  it  fhall  not  need — Honeft  Mafkwell  !  thy  and 

my  good  genius   led    me  hither Mine,   in  that  I    have 

dilcover'd  ib  much  manly  virtue  ;  thine,  in  that  thou  {halt 

have  due  reward  of  all  thy  worth.    Give  me  thy  hand • 

my  nephew  is  the  alone  remaining  branch  of  all  our  an 
cient  family  ;  him  1  thus  blow  away,  and  conflitute  thee  in 

his  room  to  be  my  heir 

Maik.   Now,  Heaven  forbid 

Lord  Tench.  No  more — I  have  refolv'd — The  writing* 
are  ready  drawn,  and  wanted  nothing  but  to  be  fign'd, 
and  have  his  name  inferted — Yours  will  fill  the  blank  as 
well — 1  will  have  no  reply — Let  me  command  this  time; 
for  'tis  the  laft  in  which  I  will  affume  authority — hereaftes 
you  fhall  rule  where  I  have  power. 

Mask.   I  humbly  would  petition 

Lord  Touch  Is't  for  yourfelf  ? — [Malk.  fai'fes.]  I'll  heai 
ef  nought  for  any  body  elfc. 
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Musk.  Then  witnefa  Heaven  fur  me,  this  wealth  and 
honour  was  not  of  my  feckiug,  nor  would  I  build  my  for 
tune  on  another's  ruin  :  I  Iwd  hut  one  defire 

Lord  'fnvd:.  Thou  flialt  enjoy  it If  all  I'm  worth  in 

we.ilth  or  interefl  can  purchafe  Cynthia,  fhe  is  thine 

I'm  fure  Sir  Paul's  content  will  follow  fortune  ;  I'll  quickly 
{hew  him  what  way  that  is  going. 

Ai.-iik.  You  opprcfs  n>e  with  bounty;  my  gratitude  is 
weak,  and  fliririks  beneath  the  weight,  and  cannot  rife  to 
thank  you — What  enjoy  my  love  !  Forgive  the  tranfports 
of  a  bltfTrngfo  unexpected,  fo  unhop'd  for,  fo  unthoughtof ! 

.Lord  Tomb.  1  will  confirm  it,  and  rejoice  with  th.ee* 

SCENE       IV. 
M  A  S  K  \V  E  L  L    nlvnt. 

This  is  fo  pmfp'rous  indeed — Why,  let  him  find  me  onf 
a  villain,  fettled  in  porTeflion  of  a  fair  eftate,  and  full  frui 
tion  of  my  love,  I'll  bear  the  railings  of  a  lofmg  gamefter 
—  But  tlum'd  he  find  me  out  before  !  'tis  dangerous  to  de 
lay Let  me  think fhou'd  my  Lord  proceed  to  treat 

openly  of  my  marritge  with  Cynthia,  all  muft  be  difco- 
vered,  and  Mtllefont  can  be  no  linger  blinded. — It  mufl 

not  be  ;  nay,  fhou'd  my  Lady  know  it ay,  then  were 

fine  work  indeed  !  Her  fury  wou'd  Ipare  nothing,  tho'  flic 
involv'd  herfelf  in  ruin.  No,  it  muft  bt  by  flraiagem — I 
muft  deceive  Mellefont  once  more,  and  get  my  Lord  to 
confent  to  my  private  management.  He  comes  oppor 
tunely Now  will  I,  in  my  old  way,  difcover  the  whole 

and  real  truth  of  the  matter  to  him,  that  he  may  not  fu- 
fpe&  one  word  oii't. 

No  maik  like  open  truth  to  cover  lies, 

As  to  go  naked  is  the  bell  difguife. 

SCENE       V. 
ITo  /;/;»]     MELLEFONT. 

JVTr'.  O  Mafkwell,  what  hopes  '.  I  am  confounded  in  a 
maze  of  thoughts,  each  leading  into  one  another,  and  all 
•ending  in  perplexity.  My  uncle  will  not  fee  nor  bear  me^ 
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Jfajt.  No  matter,  Sir,  don't  trouble  your  head,  all's  iu 
»y  power. 

Mel.  How  :  for  Heaven's  fake  ? 

Mask.  Little  do  you  think  that  your  aunt  has  kept  her 

word How  the  devil  fhe  wrought  my  I  ord  into  thii 

dotage,  I  know  not ;  but  he's  gone  -to  Sir  Paul  about  my 
marriage  with  Cynthia,  and  har,  appointed  me  his  heir. 

Mel.  The  devil  he  has  !   What's  to  be  done  ' 

Afarfr.  I  have  it,  it  muft  be  by  frratagem  ;  for  'tis  in 
vain  to  make  application  to  him.  I  think  1  have  that  in 
my  head  that  cannot  fail  :  where'*  Cynthia  ? 

Mel.  In  the  garden. 

Mask.  T.et  as  go  and  confult  her  :  my  life  for  yours,  I 
.cheat  my  Lord. 

SCENE        VI. 
Lord    TOUCHWOOD,    Lady    TOUCHWOOD. 

Lady  Totiili.  Mafic  well  your  heir,  and  marry  Cynthia! 

Lord  Touch.  I  cannot  do  too  much  for  fo  much  merit. 

Lady  Touch.  But  this  is  a  thing  of  too  great  moment  to 
l>e  fo  foon  refolv'd.  Why  Cynthia  :  Why  muft  he  be  mar 
ried  ?  Is  there  not  reward  enough  in  raifing  his  low  for 
tune,  but  he  muft  mix  his  blood  with  mine,  and  wed  my 
niece  ?  How  know  you  my  brother  will  confent,  or  flic  ? 
Nay,  he  himfelf  perhaps  may  have  affections  otticrwherc. 

Lord  Touch    No,  I  am  convinc'd  he  loves  her. 

Lady  Touch.  Mafkwell  love  Cynthia,  impoffible! 

Lord  Touch.  I  it'll  you,  he  confefs'd  it  to  me. 

Lady  Touch.  Confufion  !   How's  this  !  [  4J!dt. 

Lord  T'j;/fl\  His  humility  long  ftiiled  his  paflion  ;  and 
his  love  of  Mc-llefont  would  have  made  him  ftill  conceal 
it. — But  by  encouragement,  I  wrung  the  fecret  from  him  ; 
and  know  he's  no  way  to  be  rewarded  but  in  her.  I'll  de 
fer  my  farther  proceedings  in  it,  till  you  have  confidercd 
it ;  but  remember  how  we  are  both  indebted  to  him. 
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SCENE      VII. 

Lady    TOUCHWOOD    atone. 

Both  indebted  to  him  !  Yes,  we  arc  both  indebted  to 
fc'nn,  if  you  kuew  all.  ViUaia !  Oh,  I  am  wild  with  thi» 
furprize  of  treachery  :  it  is  impoffible,  it  cannot  be. 
He  love  Cynthia  !  What,  have  I  been  bawd  to  hi?  defigns, 
his  property  only,  a  bailing  place  !  Now  I  fee  what  made 
him  falfe  to  Mellefont. Shame  and  diflra&ion  !  I  can 
not  bear  it,  oh !  what  woman  can  bear  to  be  a  property  I 
To  be  kindled  to  a  flame,  only  to  light  him  to  another's 
Arms  ;  oh  !  that  1  were  fire  indeed,  that  I  might  burn  the 
vile  traitor.  What  fhall  1  do  1  How  fball  I  think  :  I  canr 

not  think. All  my  defigns  arc  loft,   my  "love  unfated, 

rny  revenge  unfiniih'd,  and  fceih  caufe  of  fury  from  un- 
thought-of  plagues. 

SCENE       VIII. 
[To  her]    Sir   PAUL. 

Sir  Paul.  Madam,  lifter,  my  Lady  fifter,  did  you  fee  my 
Lady,  my  wife  ? 

J.ady  Tomb.  Oh!  torture  1 

Sir  Paul.  Cadfbud,  I  can't  find  her  high  nor  low;  where 
can  flie  be,  think  you  ? 

Lady  Touch.  Where  flic's  ferving  yon,  as  all  your  fcx 
ought  to  be  ferv'd  ;  making  you  a  beaft.  Don't  you  know 
that  you're  a  fool,  brother  ? 

Sir  I'ai'l.  A  fool  ;  he,  he,  he,  you're  merry — No,  no, 
not  I,  1  know  no  fuch  matter. 

l.ady  Touch.  Why  then,  you  don't  know  half  your  hap- 
pinefs. 

Sir  Paul.  That's  a  jeft  with  all  my  heart,  faith  and 

troth But  harkye,  my  I  ord  told  ine  Something  of  a 

revolution  of  things ;  I  don't  know  what  to  make  on't, 

Gadlhud,  i  muft  confult  my  wife he  talks  of 

disinheriting  his  nephew,  and  I  don't  know  what. 

Look  you,  lifter,  1  muft  know  what  my  girl  has  to  truft  to; 
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<er  not  a  fyllable  of  a  wedxliug,  gadvbud to  fliew  you 

that  I  am  not  a  fool. 

Lady  Tint)).  Hear  me?  confent  to  the  breaking  ofTthis 
marriage,  and  the  promoting  any  other,  without  confulting 
•me,  and  l'!l  renounce  all  blood,  all  relation  and  concern 

with  you  forever, -—Nay,  I'll  be  your  enemy,  and 

purfue  you  to  dcftruction,  I'll  tear  your  eyes  out,  and  tread 
you  under  my  fee;— ----- 

Sir  Paul.  Why,  what's  the  matter  now  ?  Good  Lord, 

what's  all  this  for?  Pooli,  here's  a  joke  indeed Why, 

where's  my  wife  ? 

Lady  Touch.  With  Carelefs,  in  the  clofe  arbour ;  he  may 
•want  you  by  this  time,  as  much  as  you  want  her. 

Sir  Pcul.'O,  if  (he  foe  with  Mr  Garclcfs,  'tis  well  enough. 

Lady  Touch.  Fool,  lot,  ini'enftble  ox !  But  remember 
•what  I  faid  to  you,  or  you  had  better  eat  your  owu  horns, 
by  this  light  you  had. 

Sir  Paul.  You're  a  paflicnate  woman,  gads-bud, 

But  to  fay  truth,  all  our  family  are  choleiic ;  I  am  the 
only  peaceable  perfonamongft  'em. 

5     C     E     N     E      IX. 

MELLEFONT,    M  A  S  K  \V  E  L  L,  and  C  Y  N  T  H1  I  A. 

Mel.  I  know  no  other  way  but  this  he  has  propus'd ; 
if  you  have  love  enough  to  run  the  venture. 

Cynt.  I  don't  know  whether  I  have  love  enough but 

I  find  I  have  obftiuacy  enough  to  purfue  whatever  I  have 
once  refolv'd;  and  a  true  female  courage  to  oppofe  any 
thing  that  refills  my  will,  tho'  'twere  reafon  itfelf. 

Mask.  That's  right,-' — -Well,  I'll  fecure  the  writing?, 
and  run  the  hazard  along  with  you. 

Cynt.  But  how  can  the  coach  and  fix  horfcs  be  got 
ready  -without  fufpicion  ? 

Mask.  Leave  it  to  my  care ;  that  fhall  be  fo  far  from 
being  fufpecled,  that  it  fliall  be  got  ready  by  my  Lord's 
own  order. 

Mel.  How? 

Vot.I. 
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Mc.sk.  Why,  I  intend  to  tell  my  Lord  the  whole  matter 
of  our  contrivance,  that's  my  way. 

Me!.    I  don't  underhand  you. 

Mask.  Why,  I'll  tell  my  Lord,  I  laid  this  plot  with  you 
on  purpofe  to  betray  you  ;  and  -that  which  put  me  upon 
it,  was  finding  it  impofCble  to  gain  the  lady  any  other 
•way,  but  in  the  hopes  of  her  marrying  you. — - 

Mel.   So 

Mask.  So,  why  fo,  while  you're  bufied  in  making  your- 
felf.  ready,  I'll  wheedle  her  into  the  coach;  and  inflead  ef 
•you,  borrow  my  Lord's  chaplain,  and  fo  run  away  with  her 
myfelf. 

M(L    O  I  conceive  you,  you'll  tell  him  fo  ? 

Mask.  Tell  him  fo !  ay,  ^why  you  don't  think  I  mean  to 
flofo? 

.Aft/.    No,  no  ;  ha,  ha,  1  do  fwear  thou  wilt  not. 

'Mask.  Therefore,  for  our  farther  fecurity,  I  would  have 
youdifguis'd  like  a  parfon,  that  if  my  Lord  fhould  have 
thecuriofjty  to  peep,  he  may  not  difcoveryou  in  the  coach, 
"Vut  think  tire  cheat  is  carried  on  as  he  would  have  it. 

Mel.  Excellent  Maskwell !  thou  wert  certainly  meant 
for  a  fracefman  or  a  Jefuit, — but  thou  art  too  honeft  for 
one,  and  too  pious  for  the  other. 

Mask.  Well,  get  yourfelvcs  ready,  and  meet  me  in  half 
an  hour,  yonder  in  my  lady's  drefllng  room;  goby  theback 
flairs,  and  fo  we  may  flip  down  without  being  obferv'd. — • 
Til  fend  the  chaplain  to  you  with  his  robes  ;  I  have  made 

him  my  own, and  ordered  him  to  meet  us  to-morrow 

•morning  at  St  Albans ;  there  we  will  fum  up  this  account, 
to  all  our  fatisfactions. 

'Mtl.  Should  I  begin  to  thank  or  praife  thee,  ]  fliould 
ivafte  .the  little  time -we  have. 

SCENE       X. 
CYNTHIA,  MASKWELL. 

Mrtii.  Madam,  you  will  be  ready  ? 

Ctnt.   I  will  be  punctual  to  the  minute.  [Going* 

Mask.   Stay,  I  have  a  doubt Upon  fecond  thoughts 

tvt  had  better  meet  in  the  chaplaiu's  chamber  here,  the 
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corner  chamber  at  this  end-of  the  gallery  :  there  is  a  back 
\vay  into  it,  fo  that  you  need  not  come  through  this  door 
—--and  a  pair  of  private  (lairs  leading  down  to  the  -ftabic* 
.„ — It  \yill  be  more  convenient. 

Cynt.  I  am  guided  by  you,  but  Mellefont  will  miftake. 

Mink.    No,  no,  I'll  after  him  .immediately,  and  tell  him. 

Cjat.  I  will  not  fail. 

SCENE      XT. 
MASK  WELL    alone. 

Why,  qu'i  vult  dcclpi  decipiatur. 'Tis  no  fault  of  mine, 

I  have  told  'em,  in   plain  terms,  how  eafy  'tis  for  me  to 
cheat  'em ;   and  if  they  will  not  hear  the  ferpent's  hifs, 

they  muftbe  flung  into  experience,  and  future  caution, 

Now  to  prepare  my  Lord  toconfent  to  thw. — But  firtt  I  mufl' 
iflfbrud:  rny  little  Levite;  there  is  no  plot,  public  or  private, 
that  can  expedl  to  profper  without  one  of  them  has  a  finger 
in't :  he  promifed  me  to  be  within  at  this  hour.— Mr  Say- 
grace,  Mr  Saygraee.        [Goes  to  the  chamber  doer,  and  inockst 

S     C     E     N     E       XH. 
MASK.  WELL,     SAYGRACE.. 

Mr  Saygrace.  [hiking  out.']  Sweet  Sir,  I:  witt  b'ut  pen  the 
lad  line  of  an  acroftic,  and  be  with  you  in  the  twinkling  of 
an  ejaculation,  in  the  pronouncing  of  an  Amen,  or  before  -. 
you  can 

Mask.  Nay,  good  Mr  Saygraee,  de  not  prolong  the  time, 
by  defcribing  to  me.  the  fhortnefs  of  your  ftay;  rather,  if 
you  pleafe,  defer  the  finilhing  of  your  wit,  and  let  us  talk 
about  our  bufinefs,  it  fliall  be  tit -he*  in  your  way. 

Sayg.  [Enters,]  You  fliall  prevail,  1  would  break  off  in.- 
ihe  inidtUc  of  a  ferrnon  to  do  you  a  plealure. 

Mask.   You  could  not  do  me  a  greater, except  •  -  - 

the  bufinefs  ia  hand Have  you  provided  a  habit  for 

JVlellefont  ? 

Sayg.  I  have,  they  are  ready  in  my  chamber,  together 
with  a  clean  ftuixh'd  band  and  cuffs. 
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Af«j£.  Good,  let  them  be  carry'd  to  him  ———Have  yott 
ftiuh'd  the  gown  fleeve',  th«t  lie  nuvy  be  puzzled,  andwafte 
time  iu  putting  it  on  ? 

Saig.  I  have  ;  the  gown  will  not  be  indued  without 
perplexity. 

Alask.  Meet  me  in  half  an  hoi;r,  here  in  your  owncrmm- 
Ler.  When  Cynthia  comes  let  there  be  no  light,  and  do 
not  fpeak  that  flic  may  not  diftingniih  you  fiom  Mtlkfuflt. 
I'll  urge  hade,  to  excufe  your  filence. 

Sayg.  You  have  no  more  commands  ? 

JMaiL  None,  your  text  is  fhort. 

Saig.   But   pithy,   and  I  will  handle  it   with  difcrction, 

Mask.    It  will  be  the  iirft  you  have  fo  ferv'd. 

SCENE     XIII. 
Lord    TOUCHWOOD,    M  A  S  K.  W  E  L  t. 

Lord  Touch.  Sure  I  was  born  to  be  controlled  by  thofe  I 
fljould  command  :  my  very  (laves  will  flioitly  give  me  rules. 
how  I  fliall  govern  them. 

Al'.i*.  I  am  concern'd  to  fee  your  Lordlhip  difcom- 
pos'd  - 

Lord  Tc,ucb.  Have  you  fccu  my  vifc  lately,  or  difoblig'd 


ad.  No,  my  Lord.   What  can  this  mean!  [/(/Mr. 

Lord  Tench.  Thea  Mtllefont  has  jirg'ti  fomebody  to  in- 
cenfe  her—  Something  the  has  heard  of  you  which  carrie* 
her  beyond  the  bounds  of  paticnc*. 

J*ls;k.  This  I  fear'cl,  [st/idt.]  Did  not  your  Lordfliip 
tell  l\cr  of  the  honours  you  deGga'd  me  ? 

Lord  Touch.  Yes. 

Maik.  "1'is  that;  you  know  my  Lady  has  a  high  fpirit, 
flie  thinks  I  am  unworthy. 

Lord  Touch.  Unworthy  !  "I'is  an  ignoiant  pride  in  her 
to  think  fo  -  Honefty  to  me  is  true  Mobility.  However» 
'tis  mv  will  it  fhaU  be  fo.  and  that  fhou'd  be  convincing 
to  her  as  much  as  rcafon  -  By  rieav'n,  I'll  not  be  wife* 
ridden;  were  it  poilibk  ,  it  fliouid  be  done  this  night. 

A!/!jfe.    By    Htav'n    he  ir,eets  my   willies. 
things  are  impofiible  to  willing  uiiuds. 
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Lord  Twcb.  InftruA  me  how  this  fliall  be  done,  you 
fliall  fee  I  want  no  inclination. 

Mask.  I  had  laid  a  fmall  defign  for  to-morrow  (as  love 
will  be  inventing)  which  I  thought  to  communicate  to  your 
tordthip — But  it  may  be  as  well  done  to-night. 

JLord  Touch.  Here's  company — Come  this  way,  and  tell  ma 

SCENE       XIV. 
CARELESS,    and  CYNTHIA. 

Care.  Is  not  that  he,  now  gone  out  with  my  Lord  ? 

Cjn.  Yes. 

Care.  By  Heav'n  there's  treachery — The  confufion  that 
1  faw  your  father  in,  my  Lady  Touchwood's  patlion,  with 
what  imperfectly  I  over-heard  between  my  Lord  and  her, 
confirm  me  in  my  fears.  Where's  Mcllcibnt  ? 

Cyu.  Here  he  comes. 

S     C     E    N    E      XV. 
[r»  them']    M  E  L  L  E  F  O  N  T. 

Cyri.  Did  Mafkwell  tell  you  any  thing  of  the  chaplain's 
chamber  ? 

Mel.   No ;  my  dear,   will  you  get  ready the  things' 

are  all  in  my  chamber  ;   1  want  nothing  but  the  habit. 

Care.  You  are  betray 'd,  and  Maikwcll  is  the  villain  I 
always  thought  him. 

C'iii.  When  you  were  gone,  he  faid  his  mind  was 
chang'd,  and  bid  me  meet  him  in  the  chaplain's  room, 
pretending  immediately  to  follow  you,  and  give  you  no 
tice. 

C  ire.  There's  Saygrace  tripping,  by  with  a  bundle  under 

his  arm He  cannot  be  ignorant  that  Mafk  \vsll  means 

to  uie  his  chamber;  let's  follow  and  exaniiire  him. 
M.d-  'Tis  lois  of  time 1  cannot  think  hiai  falfe. 

SCENE       XVI. 
CYNTHIA,    Lord    TO  U  C  H  W  O  0  D, 
Gjn .  My  Lord  mufiiig  ! 

0.3 
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Lord  Tiuch.  He  has  a  quick  invention,  if  this  were  fud- 
denly  defi^n'd  -  Yet  he  fays  he  had  prepar'd  my  chaplain 
already. 

Cj/n.  How's  this  !   now  I  fear  indeed. 

Lord  Ti;nb.  Cynthia  here!  Alone,  fair  coufin,  and  me 
lancholy  ? 

Cvn.  Your  Lordfhip  was  thoughtful. 

Lord  Touch.  My  thoughts  were  on  ferious  bufincfs,  not 
woith  your  hearing. 

CJH.  Mine  were  on  treachery  concerning  you,  and  may 
be  worth  your  hearing. 

Lord  Tou-Jj.  Treachery  concerning  me!  pray  be  pkun  — 
Hark!  What  noifc! 

Mask.  Within.]  Will  yon  not  hear  me  ? 

Lady  Ts/.ci.  WMin,\  No,  monger!   traitor  !   No. 

Cyn.  My  Lady  and  Malkwell  !  this  may  be  lucky  -  • 
My  Lord,  let  me  intreat  you  to  ftand  behind  this  ilcreen, 
and  lirten  ;  perhaps  this  cha-nce  may  give  you  proof  of 
what  you  ne'er  could  have  believM  from  my  fufpkions. 

• 
SCENE      XVIP. 


laily   T  O  U  C  If  W  O  O  D    with     a    d-^rsr.     M 
CYNTHIA  and  JUird    TOUCH  WOOi)    tbfcond,  lijtning* 

Lady  Touch.  You  want  but  Ififure  to  invent  frefli  fal/e- 
hood,  and  footh  me  to  a  fond  belief  of  art  your  fictions  ; 
l>at  1  wiH  fta!>  the  Ire  that's  forming  in  yourhsart,  audfare 
a  fin,  ia  pity  to  your  (bu!» 

JVf.iJ.  Strike  |Leo  -  fince  you  will  hare  it  f&. 

Lady  Tov./f).   Ha  !   A  fteady  vfllain  (o  the  laft  J 

Math.  Come,  why  do  you  druly  with  me  thus  ? 

Lady  T(ufb.  Thy  ftubborn  temper  fhocks  me,  and  yon 
knew  it  wonld  -  this  i.;  cunning  alt,  and  not  courage;  no, 
]  know  tbee  well  :  but  tliou  iliak  ra'ifs  thy  aim. 

Mask.   Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Lady  Tcttch.  Ha  !  do  you  mock  my  rage  *  Then  rlirs  fhall 
puniili  ycur  fond,  xafli  couteir.pt  !  again  fault  ? 

[Goti  lo  Jiritt, 
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And  fuch  a  fmile  as  fpeaks  in  ambiguity  ! 
Ten  thoufand   meanings  luik  in  each  corner  of  that  va 
rious  face. 

O  !  that  they  were  written  in  thy  heart, 
That  I,  with  this,  might  lay  thee  open  to  my  fight! 
But  then  'twill  be  too  late  to  know— — 
Thou   haft,   thou  haft   found   the   only   way  to  turn    my 
rage  ;  too  well  thou  know 'ft  my  jealous  foul  cou'd  never 

bear  uncertainty.     Speak  then,  and  tell  me Yet  are 

you  filent  f  Oh,  I  am  wilder'd  in  all  pafllons!  but  thus 
my  anger  melts,  [Weeps. ~]  Here,  take  this  poniard,  for 
my  very  fpirits  faint,  and  I  want  ftrength  to- hold  it;  thou 
haft  difarm'd  my  foul.  [Gives  the  dagger. 

Lord  Touch.  Amazement  fhakesme — Where  will  this  end? 

Mask.  So,  'tis  well — let  your  wild  fury  have  a  vent ;  and 
•when  you  have  temper,  tell  me. 

Lady  Touch.  Now,  iiow,  now  I  am  calm  ,and  can  hear  you. 

Mask,  afidi]  Thanks,  my  invention;  and  now  I  have 
it  for  you. Firft  tell  me  what  urg'd  you  to  this  vio 
lence  ?  for  your  pafGon  broke  in  fuch  imperfetSl  terms,  that 
yet  I  am  to  learn  the  caufe. 

Lady  Touch.  My  Lord  himfelf  furpriz'd  me  with  the  news 

you  were  to  marry  Cynthia That  you  had  owa'd  your 

love  to  him,  and  his  indulgence  would  affift  you  to  attain 
your  ends. 

C\n.  How,  my  Lord  ! 

Lord  Touch.  Pray  forbear  all  refentments  for  a  while, 
and  let  us  hear  the  reft 

Maik  I  grant  you  in  appearance  all  is  true  ;  I  feem'd 
confenting  to  my  Lord;  nay,  tranfported  with  the  blef- 

fing But  cculd  yon  think  that  I,  who  had  been  happy 

in  your  iov'd  embraces,  could  e'er  be  fond  of  an  inferior 
flavery  ? 

Lord  T',uch,   Ha  !   O  poifon  to  my  ears .'  What  do  I  hear! 

Cv»/.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  forbear  refencmeat,  let  us 
bear  it  out 

Lord  Tsmh.   Yes,  1  will  contain,  tho'  I  cou'd  burft. 

Musk.  I  that  had   wamon'd  in  the  rich  circle  of  your 
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world  of  love,  cou'd  I  be  confin'd  within  the  puny  province 
of  a  girl  !  No  —  yet  tho'  I  doat  on  each  laft  favour  more 
than  all  the  reft;  though  I  would  give  a  limb  for  every 
look  you  cheaply  throw  away  on  any  other  object  of  your 
love;  yet  fo  far  I  prize  your  pleafures  o'er  my  own,  that 
all  this  feeming  plot  that  I  have  laid,  has  been  to  gratify 
your  tafte,  and  cheat  the  world,  to  prove  a  faithful  rogue 
to  you. 

Lady  Touch.  If  this  were  true  —  But  how  can  this  be? 
Mask.  I  have  fo  contriv'd  that  Mellcfont  will  pre- 
fently,  in  the  chaplain's  habit,  wait  for  Cynthia  in  your 
drelRng-room  :  but  I  have  put  the  change  upon  her,  that 
flic  may  be  otherwhere  employ'd—  —  Do  you  procure  bet 
night-gown,  and  with  your  hoods  tied  over  you?  face, 
meet  him  in  her  ftead;  you  may  go  privately  by  the  back 
flairs,  and  iinperceiv'd,  there  you  may  propofe  to  tetn- 
flate  him  in  his  uncle's  favour,  if  he'll  comply  with  your 
defires;  his  cafe  is  defperate,  and  I  believe  he'll  yield  to 
any  conditions.  -  If  not,  here  take  this;  you  may  em 
ploy  it  better,  than  in  the  heart  of  one  who  is  nothing, 
when  not  yours.  [Gives  the  dagger. 

Lady  Touch,  Thou  can'ft  deceive  every  body,  -  Nay, 
thou  haftdeceiv'd  me  ;  but  'tis  as  I  would  wifh  -  Trufty. 
•villain  !  I  could  worfhip  thee  - 

Mask.  No  more.  -  It  wants  but  a  few  minutes  of  the 
time;  and  Mellefont's  love  will  carry  him  there  before  his 
hour. 

I  go,  I  fly,  incomparable  Mailwcll  ! 


SCENE       XVI  1  1. 

MASK  WELL,  C  Y  N  T  K  I  A.,  Lord  T  O  U  C  H  W  O  O  B. 
fclafk.  So  this  was  a  pinch  indeed,  my  invention  was 
upon  the  rack,  and  made  discovery  of  her  l;i't  plot  :  I  hopt 
Cynthia  and  my  chaplain  will  be  icady,  I'll  prepare  ioi  ihc 
expedition. 
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S     C     E     N     E-     XIX. 
CYNTHIA     :i»i/     Lord     TOUCHWOOD. 

Cv».  Now,  my  Lord. 

Lord  TV.A-/;.  Afhmiihment  binds  up  my  rage  !  Villainy 
Upon  villainy  !  Ucav'ns,  what  a  long  track  of  dark  deceit 
has  this  difcovtr'd  !  I  am  confounded  when  I  look  back, 
auu  ivaut  a  clue  to  guide  me  through  the  various  mazes 
of  unheard  of  treachery.  My  wife!  damnation  !  my  hell  ! 

Cyii.  My  Lord,  have  patience,  and  be  feunble  how  great 
cur  happinefs  is,  that  this  difcovery  was  not  made  too  late. 

Lord  Tomb.  I  thank  you,  yet  it  ma,y  be  ilill  too  late,  if 
•we  don't  prcfcntly  prevent  the  execution  of  their  plots  : — > 
Ha,  I'll  do't.  Where's  Mellcfont,  my  jxjor  injur'd  ne 
phew  ? How  fliall  I  make  him  ample  fatisfai5lioa  :— — • 

Cyn.  I  dare  aniwer  for  him. 

Lord  Tumb.  I  do  him  frefh  wrong  to  ->uefHon.  his  for- 
||ivenefs;  for  I  know  him  to  be  all  goodnefs  - — —Yet  my 

xvi'e!  Damn  her-. She'll  think  to  meet  him  in  that 

dreffing-n  om ; —was't  not  fo  ?  And  Malkwell  will  ex- 
peel;  you  in  the  chaplain's  chamber. i;or  ouce,  1'U. 

add  my  plot  too let  us  hafte  and  find  out,  and  inform 

my  nephew;  and  do  you,  quickly  as  you  can,  bring  alt  the 

company  into  this  gallery. I'll  expofe  the  ftrumpct, 

and  the.  villain. 

SCENE       XX. 

Lord    FROTH    and    Sir    PAUL. 

Lord  Frcth.  By  Heav'ns  1  have  fleptan  age .Sir  Paul, 

•what  a  clock  is't  ?  Part  eight,  o'  my  com'cience  ;  my  Lady's 
is  the  moft  inviting  couch;  and  a  (lumber  there  is  the 
prettitft  amuferr.ent !  But  where' s  all  the  company  : — 

Sir  Paul.  The  company,  G.adlbud,  J  don't  know,  my 
Lord,  but  here's  the  fli-angeft  revolution,  all  tum'd  topfy 
turvy  ;  as  I  hope  for  Providence. 

Lord  Ftcth.  O  Heav'ns,  what's  the  matter?  Where's  my 
wife  ? 

5u  Pttul,  All  turned  tapJy-turvy,  as  furc  as  a  gun. 
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Lord  Fr.jtb.  How  do  you  mean  :   my  wife! 

Sir  P../.-1.  The  ftrangclt  pofture  of  aiD.  r»! 

Lord  Freth.  What,  my  wife? 

Sir  Paul.  No,  no,  I  mean  the  family.— —Your  Lady's 
affairs  may  be  in  a  very  good  pofture;  J  faw  her  go  into 
the  garden  wiih  Mr  Briik. 

Lo.rd  Fi'sth.  How?  where  ?  when  ?  what  to  do? 

Sit.Piiul.  I  fuppofe  they  have  been  laying  their  beads  to 
gether. 

Lord  Fnth.   How  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Nay,  only  about  poetry,  I  fuppofe,  my  Lord} 
making  couplets. 

Lord  Fnth.  Couplets  I 

Sir  Paul.  O,  here  they  come. 

SCENE      XXII. 
[To  them-].     Lady     F  R  O  T  »,      BRISK. 

Brhk.  My  Lord,  your  humble  fervant  :  Sir  Paul,  yours, 
•--the  fineft  night! 

Lady  Froth.  My  dear,  Mr  Brilk  and  I  have  been  flar- 
gazing,  I  don't  knqw  how  long. 

Sir  Paul.  Does  it  not  tire  your  Ladyflrip  ;  are  you  not 
weary  with  looking  up  ? 

Lady  Froth.  Oh,  no,  I  love  it  violently. My  dear, 

you're  melanchsly. 

Lord  f  'roth.  No,  my  dear;   I'm  but  juft  awake. — •    •  >•- 

Lady  Frcth.  SnulT  Tome  of  my  fpirit  of  hartfhorn. 

Lord  Froth.  I've  fome  of  my  own,  thank  you,  my  dear. 

Lady  Frcth.  Well,  1  fwear,  Mr  Brisk,  you  understood 
afironomy  like  an  old  Egyptian. 

Brisk.  Not  comparably  to  your  Ladyfhip;  you  are  the 
very  Cynthia  of  the  ikies,  and  queen  of  ftars. 

Lady  Frctb.  That's  becaufe  I  have  no  light,  but  what's 
by  reflection  from  you,  who  aie  fun. 

Bihk.  Madam,  you  have  eclips'd  me  quite,  let  me  pe- 
r>fh 1  can't  anfwer  that. 

Lady  Frctb.  No  matter— Harkye,  fliall  you  and  I  make 
an  almanac  together!- 
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Brisk.  With  all  my  foul. — Your  Ladyihip  has  made  me 
the  man  in't  already,  I'm  fo  full  of  the  wounds  which  you 
have  given. 

Lady  Frith.  O  finely  taken!  I  fwear  now  you  are  even 
vith  me.  O  Parnaflus '  you  have  an  infinite  deal  of  wit. 

Sir  Paul.  So  he  has,  GadJbud.and  fo  has  your  Ladyilup. 

SCENE       XXII. 
fn  them]     Lady    P  L  Y  A  N  T,    CARELESS,    CYNTHIA. 

Lady  Pliant.  You  tell  me  moi\  furprifing  things  ;  blefs 
.roe,  who  would  ever  truft  a  man  !  O  my  heart  akes  for 
fear  they  fhould  be  all  deceitful  alike. 

Cart .  You  need  not  fear,  Madam,  you  have  charms  to  fix 
incouftancy  itfelf. 

Lady-Pfyatit.  O  dear,  you  make  me  blnfli. 

Lord  Fr'.tb.  Come,  my  dear,  (hall  we  take  leave  of  my 
Lord  and  my  Lady  ? 

Cyn.  They'll  wait  upon  your  Lordlh'ip  prefently. 

Lady  Froth.  Mr  Brisk,  my  coach  fliall  fet  you  <lown. 

All.   What's  the  matter? 

[si  grtat  fbriek  from  the  comer  of  the  flagt. 

SCENE       XXIII. 

ITo  them']  .Lady  TOUCH  WOOD    runs    cut  nffri'Jrfed,   my  Lard 
after  her,  like  n  p:irfva. 

Lady  Teach.  O  I'm  betray 'ci — Save  me.  help  me. 
Lord  Touch.   Now,  whatevafion,  flrumpet  ? 
Lady  Touch.  Stand  off,    let  me  go. 
Lord  Touch.  Go,  and  thy  own  infamy  purfue  thee. 
You  flare  as  you  were  all  amazed — I  don't  wonder  at  it — • 
•but  too  loon  you'll  know  mine,  and  that  woman's  iliame. 

SCENE,     the    Lift. 

•Lnrd  TOITCHWOOT),  Lord  FRO  Til.  Lac!y  FROTH,  L*dy 
PLY  ANT,  Sirl'AT'L.  CYNTHIA,  MELLEfONT, 
MAS.c-.VELL  ;  Mellcfunt  dif'uifed  in  a  fjrf^n's  habit,  and 
fulling  in  Ma/kweli. 

Mel.  Nay,  by  Heav'n,  you  flvatl  be   feen.— Carelcfs, 
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your  hand; Do  you  hold  down  your  head  ?    Yes,   T 

aT>  your  chaplain;   look  in  the  face  of  your  injur'd  fritnd, 
them  wonder  of  all  falfehood. 

Lord  Touch.     Arc  you  filent,  monfter  r 

Mel.  Good  Heav'as  !   How    I    belicv'd   and    lov'd    this 
man  ! — Take  him  hence,  for  he's  a  difeafe  to  my  fight. 

Lord  Touch.  Secure  that  manifold  villain. 

[Servants  fcize  him* 

Care.  Miracle  of  ingratitude  ! 

Brisk.  This  is  all  very  furprifing,  let  me  perifh. 

Lady  F'oth.  You  know  I  told  you  Saturn  look'd  a  little 
more  angry  than  ufual. 

Lord  Touch.  We'll  think  of  punifhment  at  leifure,   but 
let  me  haflen  to  do  juftice,  in  rewarding  virtue  and  wrong'd 

innocence. Nephew,  I  hope  I  have  your    pardon,  and 

Cynthia's. 

Msl.  We  are  your  Lordfliip's  creatures. 

Lord  Tyii'h.  And  each  others  comfort- Let  me  join 

your  hands Unwearied  nights,  and  wiiliingdays  attend 

you  both;  mutual   love,    Jawing  health,  and  circling  joys, 
tread  round  each  happy  year  of  your  long  lives. 

Let  fecret  villainy  from  hence  be  warn'd; 
Howe'er  in  private  mifchiefs  are  Conceiv'd, 
Torture  and  fliame  attend  rheiropen  birth; 
Like  vipers  in  the  womb,  bafe  treachery  lyes, 
Still  gnawing  that,   whence  in-ft  it  did  arife; 
No  fooner  born,  but  the  vile  parent  dies 

[_Excunt  otnncs, 
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COMEDY. 


"  Nudus  agris,  nudus  nummis  paternis, 

"  Infanire  parat  certa  rationc  modoque."  Ho*. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

CHARLES, 

Earl  of  DORSET  and  MIDDLESEX, 

Lord  Chamberlain  of  his  Majefty's  Houfhold, 
and  Knight  of  the  Moft  Noble  Order  of  the 
Garter,  &c. 

MY    LORD, 

AY  O  U  N  G  poet  is  liable  to  the  fame  vanity 
and  indifcretion  with  a  young  lover ;  and 
t'E'e  great  man  who  fmiles  upon  one,  and  the  fine 
woman  who  looks  kindly  upon  the  othtr,  arc  boiii 
of  them  in  danger  of  having  the  favour  published 
•with  the  firft  opportunity. 

But  there  may  be  a  different  motive,  which  will 
a  little  diilinguifh  the  offenders.  For  though  one 
ihould  have  a  vanity  in  ruining  another's  reputa 
tion,  yet  the  other  may  only  have  an  ambition  to 
advance  his  own.  And  I  beg  leave,  my  Lord, 
that  I  may  plead  the  latter,  both  as  the  caufe  and 
excufe  of  this  dedication. 

Whoever  is  king,  is  alfo  the  father  of  his  coun 
try  ;  and  as  nobody  can  difpute  your  Lordihip's 
monarchy  in  poetry ;  fo  all  that  are  concerned., 
ought  to  acknowledge  your  univerfal  patronage ; 
it  is  only  preiuming  on.  the  privilege  of  a  loyal 

R  j 
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fubject,  that  I  have  ventured  to  make  this  my  acf- 
drefs  of  thanks  to  your  Lordfhip  ;  which,  at  the 
fame  time,  includes  a  prayer  for  your  protection. 

I  am  Eot  ignorant  of  the  common  fonn  of  poeti 
cal  dedications,  which  are  generally  made  up  of  pa 
negyrics,  where  the  authors  endeavour  to  diftinguifti 
their  patrons,  by  the  fhining  characters  they  give 
them  above  other  men.  But  that,  my  Lord,  is 
not  my  bufinefs  at  this  time,  nor  is  your  Lordfhip 
now  to  be  diftinguifhed.  I  am  contented  with, 
the  honour  I  do  myfelf  in  this  epilile,  without  the 
vanity  of  attempting  to  add  to,  or  explain  your 
Lordfhip's  ehar after. 

i  coafefs  it  is  not  without  fome  ftruggling,  that 
I  behave  myfelf  in  this  cafe  as  I  ougut;  for  it  is 
very  hard  to  be  pleafed  with  a  fubjeft,  and  yet  for 
bear  il  But  !  elivoir;  imher  to  follow  Pliny's  pre 
cept,  than  his  example,  when  in  his  panegyric  to 
the  Emperor  Trajan,  he  fays, 

"  Nee  minus  coufiderabo  quid  aures  ejus  pati  pofiint, 
"  Qtiam  quid  vntutibus  dcbtjjtur." 

I  hope  I  may  be  excufed  the  pedantry  of  a  quo 
tation,  when  it  is  fo  juftly  applied,  Here  are  fome 
lines  in  the  print,  (and  which  your  Lordfhip  read 
before  this  play  was  acted)  that  were  omitted  on 
the  ftage,  and  particularly  one  whole  fcene  in  ths 
third  act,  which  not  only  helps  the  defign  forward 
with  lei's  precipitation,  but  aifo  heightens  the  ridi 
culous  character  of  Forefight,  which  indeed  feems 
to  be  maimed  without  it.  But  I  found  myfelf  in 
great  danger  of  a  long  play,  and  was  glad  to  help 
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ft  where  I  could.  Though  notwithftanding  my 
care,  and  the  kind  reception  it  had  from  the  town, 
I  could  heartily  wifh  it  yet  Ihorter ;  but  the  number 
of  different  characters  reprefented  in  it,  would  have 
been  too  much  crowded  in  lefs  room. 

This  reflection  on  prolixity,  (a  fault,  for  which 
fcarce  any  one  beauty  will  atone)  warns  me  not  to 
be  tedious  now,  and  detain  your  Lordfhip  any- 
longer  with  the  trifles  of, 

My  LORD, 

Your  Lordfhip's  mod  obedient, 
And  moft  humble  fervant, 

WILLIAM   CONG  RE  VE- 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  at  the  opening  of  the  New  Houfe. 
By   Mr   B  E  T  T  E  R  T  O  N. 

TH  E  hufbandman  in  vain  renews  his  toil, 
To  cultivate  each  year  a  hungry  foil ; 
And  fondly  hopes  for  rich  and  generous  fruit, 
When  what  fliould  feed  the  tree,  devours  the  root: 
Th"  unladen  boughs,  he  fees,  bode  certain  dearth, 
Unlefs  trail  fpl  an  ted  to  more  kindly  earth. 
So,  the  poor  hufbands  of  the  ftage,  who  found 
Their  labours  loft  upon  ungrateful  ground, 
This  laft  and  only  remedy  have  prov'd; 
And  hope  new  fruit  from  ancient  ftocks  remov'd. 
Well  may  they  hope,  when  you  fo  kindly  aid, 
AVell  plant  a  foil  which  you  fo  rich  have  made. 
As  Nature  gave  the  world  to  man's  firft  age, 
So  from  your  bounty  we  receive  this  ftage  ; 
The  freedom  man  was  born  to,  you've  reftor'd, 
And  to  our  world  fuch  plenty  you  afford, 
It  feems  like  Eden,  fruitful  of  its  own  accord. 
But  fince  in  paradife  frail  nefh  gave  way, 
And  when  but  two  were  made,  both  went  aftray  ; 
Forbear  your  wonder  and  the  fault  forgive, 
If  in  our  larger  family  we  grieve 
One  falling  Adam,  and  one  tempted  Eve. 
We  who  remain,  would  gratefully  repay 
"What  our  endeavours  can,  and  bring,  this  day, 
The  firft-fruit  offering  of  a  virgin  play. 
We  hope  there's  fomething  that  may  pleafe  each  tafie, 
And  though  of  homtly  fare  we  make  the  fcaft, 
Yet  you  will  find  variety  at  leaft. 
M  here's  humour,  which  for  chearful  friends  we  got, 
And  for  the  thinking  party  there's  a  plot. 


PROLOGUE. 

We've  fomething  too,  to  gratify  ill  nature, 

(If  there  be  any  here)  and  that  is  fatire. 

Though  fatire  fcarce  dares  grin,  'tis  grown  fo  mild, 

Or  only  fliews  its  teeth  as  if  it  fmil'd. 

A«  afics  thirties,  poets  mumble  wit, 

And  dare  not  bite,  for  fear  of  being  bit. 

They  hold  their  pens,  as  fwords  are  held  by  fools, 

And  are  afraid  to  ufe  their  own  edge-tools. 

Since  the  Plain-Dealer's  fcenes  of  manly  rage, 

Not  one  has  dar'd  to  lafh  this  crying  age. 

This  time,  the  poet  owns  the  bold  eflay, 

Yet  hopes  there's  no  ill-manners  in  his  play  : 

And  he  declares  by  me,  he  has  defign'd 

Affront  to  none,  but  frankly  fpeaks  hi«  mind. 

And  fliou'd  th'  enfuing  fcenes  not  chance  to  hit, 

He  offers  but  this  one  excufe,  'twas  writ 

Before  your  late  encouragement  of  wit. 


Dramatis  Perfonse, 


M     E     N. 

Sir  SAMPSON  LEGE  ND,  father"? 

to  Valentine  and  Ben, 
VALENTINE,  fallen  under  his") 
father's  difpleafure  by  his  ei-  C 
penlive  way  of  living,  in  love  C 
with  Angelica,  J 

SCANDAL,    his    friend,    a    free"? 
fpeaker,  j 

TATTLE,    a  half-witted  beau,") 
•vain   of  his  amours,   yet   va 
luing  himfelf  for  fecrefy, 
BEN,  Sir  Sampfon's  younger  fon," 
half  home-bred,  and  half  fea- 
bred,  defigncd  to  marry  Mifs 
Prue, 

TCRESIGHT,  an  illiterate 
fellow,  peevifh  and  pofitii 
fuperftitious,  and  pretending 
to  underftand  afbrology,  pal-  }> 
iniflry,  phyfiognomy,  omens,  | 
dreams,  &c.  uncle  to  Ange-  I 
l^ca, 

JEREMY,  fervant  to  Valentine, 
TRAPLAND,a  fcrivener, 
BUCKRAM,  a  lawyer, 


oldT 
:ive,  \ 
ling  I 


Mr  UNDERBILL. 
Mr  BETTERTON, 

Mr  SMITH. 
Mr  BOWMAN. 

Mr  DOGGET, 
Mr  SANDFORD. 


Mr  B  owiw. 
Mr  TRIFFUSIS; 
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niece  to  Forefight,'') 
of  a  confiderable  fortune  in  > 
her  own  hands,  j 

Mrs  FoRESifiHT,   fecond  wife? 
to  Forefight,  j 

Mrs  FRAIL,  lifter  to  Mrs  Fore- 7 
fight,  a  woman  of  the  town,     J 

Mils  PRUE,  daughter  to  Fore- 
fight  by  a  former  wife,  a  filly 
aukward  country  girl, 

Nurfc  to  Mifs, 

JENNY, 

A  Steward,  OfH'jers,  Sailors  and  feveral  Servants* 
The  S  c  E  s  E    in   LONDON. 


Mrs  BRACIGIRDLEJ 


Mrs  BOWMAN. 


Mrs  BARRY. 


Mrs  AYLIFF. 


Mrs  I.E  IGH. 
Mrs  LAWS  ON. 
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ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 


VALENTINE   in   hit   Chamber   reading,    J  E  R  E  M  ? 
"waiting. 

Several  Bocks  upon  the  Tublt, 


JEREMY! 
Jcr.  Sir. 
Val.  Here,  take  away;  I'll  walk  a  turn,   and  di- 
geft  what  !  have  read. 

Jer,  You'll  grow  devilifli  fat  upon  this  paper  diet. 

[djile,  and  taking  away  the  bods. 

Val.  And  d'ye  hear,  go  you  to  breakfaft  --  There's  a 
page  doubled  down  in  LpiiSletus,  that  is  a  feaft  for  an 
Emperor. 

Jir.  Was  Epictetus  a  real  cook,  or  did  he  only  write  re 
ceipts  ? 

Val.  Read,  read,  firrah,  and  refine  your  appetite;  learn 
to  live  upon  inftrusflion  ;  feaft  your  mind,  and  mortify 
yourfkfh;  read,  and  take  your  nourifliment  in  at  your 
eyes  ;  {hut  up  your  mouth,  and  chew  the  cud  of  under- 
{landing;  fo  Epi&ttus  advifes. 

Jer.  O  Lord  !  1  have  heard  much  of  him,  when  I 
waited  upon  a  gentleman  at  Cambridge;  pray  what  way 
that  Epiiftetus  ? 

Val  A  very  rich  man—  —not  worth  a  groat, 
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Jcr.  Humph,  and  fo  he  has  made  a  very  fine  feaft  where 
there  is  nothing  to  be  eaten  ? 

Val.  Yes. 

J:r.  Sir,  you're  a  gentleman,  and  probably  underftand 
this  fine  feeding;  but  if  you  pleafe,  I  had  rather  be  at 
Board-wages.  Decs  your  Epictetus,  or  your  Seneca  here, 
or  any  of  thefe  poor  rich  rogues,  teach  you  how  to  pay 
your  debts  without  money?  Will  they  fliut  up  the  mouths 
of  your  creditors?  Will  Plato  be  bail  for- you?  or  Dio 
genes,  becaule  he  underftands  confinement,  and  liv'd  in  a 
tub,  go  to  piifon  for  you  ?  "'Slife,  Sjr,  what  do  you  mean  I 
to  mew  yourfelf  up  here  with  tliree  or  four  mufty  books, 
in  commendation  of  ftarving  and  poetry. 

Val.  Why,  Mrrah,  I  have  no  money,  you  know  it,;  and 
therefore  refclve  to  rail  at  all  that  haves  and  in  that  I  but 
follow  the  examples  of  the  wifcft  and  wittieft  men  in  all 
ages;  thefe  poets  and  philofophers  whom  you  naturally 
hate,  for  juft  fuch  another  reafon,  becaufe  they  abound  in 
fenfe,  and  you  are  a  fool. 

Jer.  Ay,  sir,  I  am  a  fool,  I  know  it ;  and  yet,  Heaven 

help  me,  !  m  poor  enough  to  Be  a  wit but  I  was  always 

a  fool,  when  Itold  you  what  your  expences  would  brir.g 
you  to  ;  your  coaches  and  your  liveries,  your  treats  and 
your  balls  ;  your  being  in  love  with  a  lady,  that  did  i.ot 
care  a  farthing  for  you  in  your  profperity  ;  and  keeping 
company  with  wits,  that  car'd  for  nothing  but  your  pro*- 
fperity,  and  now  when  you  are  poor,  hate  you  as  much  at 
they  do  one  another. 

Val.  Well,  and  now  I  am  poor,  I  have  an  opportunity 
to  be  revenged  on  them  ail ;  I'll  purfue  Angelica  with 
more  love  than  ever,  and  appear  more  notoriously  her  atf- 
inirer  in  this  icftraint,  than  when  I  openly  rival'd  the  rich 
fops  that  made  court  to  her;  fo  fliall  my  poverty  be  a 
mortification  to  her  pride,  and  perhaps  make  her  compat- 
fionate  the  love,  which  has  principally  reduced  me  to  this 
lownefs  of  fortune.  And  for  the  wits,  I'm  furc  I  am  ia  a 
condition  to  be  even  with  them  •  •• 
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,7>r.  Nay,  your  condition  is  pretty  even  with  theirs, 
that's  the  truth  on't. 

Val.  I'll  take  fome  of  their  trade  out  of  their  hands. 
Jer.  Now  heaven  of  mercy  continue  the  tax  upon  paper] 
you  don't  mean  to  write  ! 

Val.  Yes,  I  do;   I'll  write  a  play. 

Jer.  Hem! — Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  give  me  a  fmall  certifi 
cate  of  three  lines — only  to  certify  thofe  whom  it  may  con 
cern,  that  the  bearer  hereof,  Jeremy  Fetch  by  name,  has 
for  the  fpace  of  fevcn  years,  truly  and  faithfully  fervcd 
Valentine  Legend,  Efq;  and  that  he  is  not  now  turned 
away  for  any  mifdemeanour,  but  does  voluntarily  difmiis 

his  matter  from  any  future  authority  over  him 

Val.  No,  firrah,  you  fliall  live  with  me  ftill. 
Jer.  fcir,  'tis  impofiible — I  may  die  with  you,  ftarve  with 
you,   or  be  damn'd  with   your   works ;  but  to  live,  even 
three  days,  the  life  of  a  play,  I  no  more  expedl  it,  than  to 
be  canonized  for  a  mufe  after  my  deceafe. 

Val.  You  are  witty,  you  rogue,  I  fliall  want  your  help.; 
I'll  have  you  learn  to  make  couplets,  to  tag  the  end  of  acls, 
d'ye  hear;  get  the  maids  to  crambo  in  an  evening,  and 
learn  the  knack  of  rhyming,  you  may  arrive  at  the  height 
of  a  fong  fent  by  an  unknown  hand,  or  a  chocolate-houfe 
lampoon. 

Jer.  But,  Sir,  is  this  the  way  to  recover  your  father's  fa 
vour  ?  Why,  Sir  Sampfon  will  be  irreconcilable.  If  your 
younger  brother  fhould  come  from  fea,  he'd  never  look 
upon  you  again.  You're  undone,  Sir,  you're  ruin'd,  you 

•won't  have  a  friend  left  in  the  world  if  you  turn  poec 

Ah,  confound  that  .Will's  cofTeehoufe,  it  has  ruined  more 

young  men  than   the  Royal  Oak  lottery nothing  thrives 

that  belongs  to't.  The  man  of  the  houfe  would  have  been 
an  alderman  by  this  time  with  half  the  trade,  if  he  had 
fet  un  in  the  city.  For  my  part,  I  never  fit  at  the  door, 
that  I  don't  get  double  the  ftomach  that  I  do  at  a  horfe- 
race.  The  air  upon  Banflead  downs  is  nothing  to  it  for  a 
ivhetter;  yet  I  never  fee  it,  but  the  fpirit  of  famine  ap 
pears  to  me,  fometimes  like  a  decay *d  porter,  worn  out 
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•with  pimping,  and  carrying  billets-doux  and  fongs  ;  not 
like  other  porters  for  hire,  but  for  the  jeft's  fake.  Now 
like  a  thin  chairman,  melted  down  to  half  his  proportion, 
with  carrying  a  poet  upon  tick,  to  vifit  feme  great  fortune, 
and  his  fare  to  be  paid  him  like  the  wages  of  lin,  either  at 
the  day  of  marriage,  or  the  day  of  death. 

Val.  Very  well,  Sir;  can  you  proceed  ? 

Jcr.  Sometimes  like  a  bilk'd  bookfeller,  with  a  meagre 
terrified  countenance,  that  looks  as  if  he  had  written  for 
himfelf,  or  were  refolv'd  to  turn  author,  and  bring  the  reft 
of  his  brethren  into  the  fame  condition.  And  laftly,  in 
the  form  of  a  worn-out  punk,  with  verfes  in  her  hand, 
which  her  vanity  had  preferr'd  to  fettlements,  without  a 
•whole  tatter  to  her  tail,  but  as  ragged  as  one  of  the  mufes; 
or  as  if  Hie  were  carrying  her  linen  to  the  paper-mill,  to 
be  converted  into  folio  books,  of  warning  to  all  young 
maids,  not  to  prefer  poetry  to  good  fenfe,  or  lying  in  the 
arms  of  a  needy  wit,  before  the  embraces  of  a  wealthy 
fool. 

SCENE       II. 
VALENTINE,    SCANDAL,    JEREMY. 

Scjtt.  What,  Jeremy  holding  forth  ? 

Vol.  The  rogue  has  (with  all  the  wit  he  could  mufter 
up)  been  declaiming  againft  wit. 

Scan.  Ay?  why  then  I'm  afraid  Jeremy  has  wit:  for 
•where-ever  it  is,  'tis  always  contriving  its  own  ruin. 

"Jer.  Why,  fo  1  have  been  telling  my  maftct,  Sir;  Mr 
Scandal,  for  Heaven's  fake,  5>ir,  try  if  you  can  difluade 
him  from  turning  poet. 

Scan.  Poet '  he  fliallturn  foldier  fir  ft,  and  rather  depend 
upon  the  outfide  of  his  head,  than  the  lining  Why,  what 
the  devil !  has  not  your  poverty  made  you  enemies  enough  ? 
muft  you  needs  fnewyour  wit  to  get  more  ? 

Jcr.  Ay,  more  indeed;  for  who  cares  for  any  body  that 
has  more  wit  than  himfelf.' 
2 
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Scan.  Jeremy  fpeaks  like  an  oracle.  Don't  you  fee  how 
VForthlefs  great  men,  and  dull  rich  rogues,  avoid  a  witty 
man  of  fmall  fortune  ?  Why,  he  looks  like  a  writ  of  en 
quiry  into  their  titles  and  eftates;  and  feems  commilHoii'd 
by  Heav'n  to  feize  the  better  half. 

Val,  Therefore  I  would  rail  in  my  writings,  and  be  re 
venged. 

Scan.  Rail  ?  at  whom  ?  the  whole  \vorld  ?  Impotent  and 
Tain  !  who  would  die  a  martyr  to  fenfe  in  a  country  where 
the  religion  is  folly  ?  you  may  ftand  at  bay  for  a  while ; 
but  when  the  full  cry  is  againft  you,  you  fhan't  have  fair 
play  for  your  lifet  If  you  can't  be -fairly  run  down  by  the 
bounds,  you  will  be  treachcroufly  fliot  by  the  huntfmen. 
No,  turn  pinip,  flatterer,  quack,  lawyer,  parfon,  be  chap 
lain  to  an  atheift,  or  ftallion  to  an  old  woman,  any  thing 
but  poet ;  a  modern  poet  is  worfe,  more  iirvile,  timorous, 
and  fawning,  than  any  I  have  nam'd  :  without  you 
could  retrieve  the  ancient  honours  of  the  name,  recall  the 
ftage  of  Athens,  and  be  allow'd  tlie  force  of  open  honefi 
fatire. 

Val.  You  are  as  inveterate  againft  our  poets,  as  if  your 

character  had  been  lately  expofed  upon  the  ftage Nay, 

I  am  not  violently  btnc  upon  the  trade. — [One  knocks.']  Je 
remy,  fee  who's  there.  [Jer.  %isei  to  the  ttior.']  But  tell  me 
what  you  would  have  me  do  ?  What  does  the  world  fay 
of  me,  and  my  forc'd  confinement  ? 

S.an.  The  world  behaves  itfelf,  as  it  ufes  to  do  on 
feme  occasions;  feme  pity  you,  and  condemn  your  fa 
ther  ;  others  excufe  him  and  blame  you  ;  only  the  ladies 
-are  merciful,  and  wifli  you  well;  fince  love  and  pleafur- 
able  expeiice  have  been  your  greatest  faults. 

[Jeremy  relurn;. 
Val.  How  now  ? 

7<r.  Nothing  new,  Sir;  I  have  difpatched  fome  half  a 
dozen  duns  with  as  much  dexterity  as  a  hungry  judge 
does  caufes  at  dinner-time. 

Val   What  anfwer  have  you  given  'em? 
Scan    Patience,  I  fuppoie,  the  old  receipt. 
VOL.  J.  S 
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Jer.  No  faiih.  Sir;  I  have  put  'em  off  fo  long  with  pa 
tience  and  forbearance,  and  other  fair  words,  that  I  was 
forc'd  now  to  tell  'cm  in  plain  downright  Englifli 

Vol.  What? 

Jer.  That  they  fhould  be  paid 

Vol.  When  ? 

Jer.  To-morrow. 

Val.  And  how  the  devil  do  you  mean  to  keep  your 
word  ? 

Jer.  Keep  it  ?  not  at  all ;  it  has  been  fo  very  much 
ftretch'd,  that  I  reckon  it  will  break  of  courfe  by  to-mor 
row,  and  no  body  be  furpriil-d  at  the  matter —  [Knot-king.] 
Again  !  Sir,  if  you  don't  like  my  ntgockrion,  will  you  be 
pleas'd  to  anfwer  thefe  yourfelf  ? 

Val.  See  who  they  are. 

SCENE       III. 
VALENTINE,    SCANDAL. 

Val.  By  this,  Scandal,  you  may  fee  what  it  is  to  be 
great ;  fecretaries  of  ffate,  preGdents  of  the  council,  and 
generals  of  the  army  Lead  juft  fuch  a  life  as  I  do;  have 
juft  fuch  crouds  of  vifitants  in  a  morning,  all  foliciting  of 
part  promifes ;  which  are  but  a  civiller  fort  of  duns,  that 
lay  claim  to  voluntary  debts. 

Scan.  And  you,  like  a  true  great  man,  having  engaged 
their  attendance,  and  promiftd  more  than  ever  you  in 
tended  to  perform,  are  more  perplexed  to  find  evafionj 
than  you  would  be  to  invent  the  honeft  means  of  keeping 
your  word,  and  gratifying  your  creditors. 

Val.  Scandal,  learn  to  fpare  your  friends,  and  do  not 
provoke  your  enemies  :  this  liberty  of  your  tongue  will  one 
day  bring  a  confinement  on  your  body,  my  friend. 

SCENE       IV. 

VALENTINE,    SCANDAL,    JEREMY. 
Jer.   0  Sir,  there's  Trapland  the  fcrivener,  with  tw» 
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fufpicious  fellows  like  lawful  pads,  that  would  knock  a 
man  down  with  pocket  tipftaves — and  there's  your  father's 
fteward,  and  the  nurfe  with  one  of  your  children  front 
Twitnam. 

Vai,  Pox  on  her,  cou'd  flic  find  no  other  time  to  fling 
my  fins  in  my  face  ?  here,  give  her  this,  [(.lives  moiuy.}  and 
bid  her  trouble  rne  no  more;  a  thoughtlefs,  two-handed, 
whore,  ihe  knows  my  condition  well  enough,  and  might 
have  overlaid  the  child  a  fortnight  ago,  if  ilie  had  had  any 
forecafb  in  her. 

Scan.  What,  is  it  bouncing  Margery  with  my  godfon  ? 

Jer.   Yes,  Sir. 

Scan.  My  bleffing  to  the  boy,  with  this  token  [Gives  r)io- 
«ey.~\  of  my  love.  And  d'ye  hear,  bid  Margery  put  more 
flocks  in  her  bed,  fhift  twice  a  week,  and  not  work  fo  hard 
that  (lie  may  not  fmell  fo  vigorously.  I  ill  all  take  the  air 
fliortly. 

Val.  Scandal,  don't  fpoil  my  boy's  milk  :  bid  Trapland 
come  in.  If  I  can  give  that  Cerberus  a  fop,  I  fhall  be  uc 
reft  for  one  day. 

SCENE      V. 

VALENTINE,    SCANDAL,    TRAPLAND,    JE 
REMY. 

Vjl.  O  Mr  Trapland!  my  old  friend  !  welcome;  Jeremy, 

a  chair  quickly  ;  a  bottle  of  fack  and  a  toaft fly a 

chair  firft. 

Trap.  A  good  morning  to  you,  Mr  Valentine,  and  to  you 
Mr  Scandal. 

Scan.  1  he  morning's  a  very  good  morning,  if  you  don't 
fpoil  it. 

Vol.  Come  fit  down,  you  know  his  way. 

Tr.if.  jus  ]  There  is  a  debt,  Mr  Valentine,  of  fifteen 
hundred  pounds  of  pretty  long  (landing 

V.il.  I  cannot  talk  about  bufiacfs  with  a  thirfty  palate. 
Sirrah,  the  lack. 

trap.  And  i  defire  to  know  what  courfe  you  have  taken 
for  the  payment .' 

S  i 


jc8  L  O  V  E     F  O  R    L  O  V  E. 

Val.  Faith  and  troth,  I  am  heartily  glad  ro  fee  you — — 

my  fervice  to   you fill,  fill,   to  hootft  Mr  Trapiand, 

fuller. 

Trap    Fold,  fwcethcart this  is  not  our  bufinefs 

my  it-rvice  to  you,  Mr  Scandal — [Drii.ki.] — I  have  forborn 

as  long 

Vul.  T'other  glafs,  and  then  we'll  talk — fill,  Jeremy. 

Trap.   No  more,  in  truth 1  have  forborn,  I  fa\  — 

Val.  Sirrah,   fill  when  I  bid  you and  how  does  ycur 

handfome  daughter  ?  Come,  a  good  hulband  to  htr. 

[Dmfe. 

Trap. '  Thank  you — I  have  been  out  of  this  money  • 
VuL  Drink  firft.     Scandal,  why  do  you  not  drink  ? 

[Tiiey  Jrii.k. 

Trap.  And  in  fliort,  I  can  be  put  off  no  longer. 
Val.  1  was  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  lupj.ly :  it  did 
me  fignal  fervice  in  my  neceffity.  But  you  delight  in  doing 
good — Scandal,  drink  to  me,  my  friend  T rap.'and's  health. 
An  honefter  man  lives  not,  nor  one  n:cie  ready  to  fervc 
his  friend  in  diftrefs  ;  though  I  fay  it  to  his  face.  Come, 
fill  each  man  his  ghfs. 

Scan-  What,  I  know  Trapiand  has  been  a  whoremafter, 
and  loves  a  wench  dill.  You  never  knew  a  whorjaiiifttr, 
that  was  Let  an  honed  fellow. 

Trap.  Fy,  Mr  Scandal,  you  never  knew 

S:an.  What,  don't  I  know  ? 1  know  the  buxom  black 

•widow  in  the  Poultry — eight  hundred  pound  a-year,  join 
ture,  and  two  thoufa:id  pi  und  in  money.  Ahah  !  old  Trap. 
Val.  Say  you  ib,  i'faith  ?  come,  we'll  remember  the 
\vidow  :  I  know  whereabouts  you  are  ;  come,  to  the  wi 
dow 

Trjp.  No  more,  indeed. 

Val.  Vv'hat,  the  widow's  health  ;  give  it  him off  with 

it ;  [7h»  iirii:k.}  A  lovtly  girl,  i'faith,  black  fparkling  eyes, 
mting  ruby  lips;   better  Italing  there,   than  a  bond 
for  a  million,  ha  ! 

Trap.  No,  no,  there's  no  <«ch  thing,  we'd  better  mind 
our  bufinefs you're  a  wag. 
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Vat.  No  faith,  we'll  mind  the  widow's  bufinefs,  fill  x- 

gain pretty  round  heaving  breads,  a  Barbary  fliapc, 

and  a  jut  with  her  bum,  would  flir  an  anchorite ;  and  tha 
prettied  foot!  Oh,  if  a  man  could  but  faften  his  eyes  ta> 
her  feet,  as  they  fteal  in  and  out,  and  play  at  bo-pecp  un 
der  her  petticoats;  ah,  Mr  Trapland  ? 

Trap.  Verily,  give  me  a  glafs — you're  a  wag — and  here's 
to  the  widow.  [Drinks* 

Scan.  He  begins  to  chuckle  ; — ply  him  clofe,  or  he'll  re- 
Japfc  into  a  dun. 

SCENE       VI. 
[To  them]  O  F  F  I  C  E  H. 

Of.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen, — Mr  Traplnnd,  if  we 
mult  do  our  office,  tell  us -we  have  half  a  dozen  gentle 
men  to  arreft  in  Pall-mall  and  Covent-garden  ;  and  if  we 
don't  make  hade,  the' chairmen  will  be  abroad,  and  block 
up  the  chocolate-houfes,  and  then  our  labour's  loft. 

Trap.  Udfo,  that's  true.  Mr  Valentine,  I  love  mirth, 
but  bufmefs  muft  be  done ;  are  you  ready  to 

Jer.  Sir,  your  father's  fteward  lays  he  comes  to  make 
propcfals  concerning  your  debts. 

Val.  Bid  him  come  in ;  Mr  Trapland,  fend  away  your 
officer,  you  fhall  have  an  anfwer  prefently. 

Trap.  Mr  Snap,  ftay  within  call. 

SCENE       VII. 

VALENTINE,    SCANDAL,    TRAPLAND,    JE- 
R  E  M  Y,    STEWARD,    ivlto  ivhifpen  Valentine. 

Scan.  Here's  a  dog  now,  a  traitor  in  his  wine; — firrah, 
refund  the  fack;  Jeremy,  fetch  him  fome  warm  water,  or 
I'll  rip  up  his  ftomach,  and  go  the  fhorteft  way  to  his  con- 
icicnce. 

Trap.  Mr  Scandal,  you  are  uncivil  J  I  did  not  value 
S  3 
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your  fack;  but  you  cannot  expect  it  again,  when  I  have 
drunk  it. 

Scan.  And  how  do  you  expecl:  to  have  your  money  a- 
gain,  when  a  gentleman  has  fpent  it  ? 

Vol.  You  need  fay  no  more,  I  imderfland  the  conditions, 
they  are  very  hard,  but  my  neceiTity  is  very  preffing;  I 
a^ree  to  'em.  Take  Mr  Trapland  with  you,  and  let  him 
draw  the  writing — Mr  Trapland,  you  know  this  man,  he 
fhall  fatisfy  you. 

Trap.  Sincerely,  I  am  loth  to  be  thus  preffing,  but  my 
neceffity 

Val.  No  apology,  good  Mr  Scrivener,  you  fhall  be  paid. 

Tiap.  I  hope  you  forgive  me,  my  buunefs  requires • 

SCENE      VIII. 
VALENTINE,    SCANDAL. 

Scan.  He  begs  pardon  like  a  hangman  at  an  execution. 

77.j/.   But  I  have  got  a  reprieve. 

S  an.  I  am  furprie  d  ;  v.'hat,  does  your  father  relent  ? 

V il.  No;  he  has  fent  me  the  hardefi  conditions  in  the 
world  ;  you  have  heard  of  a  booby  brother  c-f  mine,  that 
was  fent  to  fea  three  years  ago  ?  This  brother,  my  father 
hears  is  landed;  whereupon  he  very  affectionately  fends 
me  word,  if  I  will  make  a  deed  of  conveyance  of  my  right 
to  his  eftate  after  his  death,  to  my  younger  brother,  he 
TV i It  immediately  furniili  me  with  four  thoufand  pound  to 
pay  my  debts,  and  make  my  fortune.  This  was  once 
propob'd  before,  and  I  refus'd  it ;  bat  the  prefent  impa 
tience  of  my  creditors  for  their  money,  and  my  own  impa 
tience  of  confinement,  and  abfence  from  Angelica,  force  me 
to  confent. 

S.-an.  A  very  defperate  demon  (Ira  tion  pf  your  love  t» 
Angelica ;  and  I  think  flie  has  never  given  you  any  affur- 
ance  of  hers. 

Val.  You  know  her  temper,  fhe  never  gave  me  any  great 
re^foa  either  for  hope  or  defpair. 
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£•/?«.  Women  of  her  airy  temper,  as  they  fcklom  tliink 
before  they  acl.ib  they  rarely  gire  us  any  light  to  guefs  at 
what  they  mean:  but  you  have  little reaion  to  believe  that 
a  woman  of  this  age,  who  ha?  had  an  indifference  for  you  in 
your  profperity,  will  fall  in  love  with  your  ill-fortune  ;  be- 
fides,  Angelica  has  a  great  fortune  of  her  own;  and  great 
fortune,  either  expect  another  great  fortune,  or  a  fool* 

SCENE       IX, 
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fer.  More  misfortune,  Sir. 
Vol.  What,  another  dun  1 
Jer.  No.  Sir,  but  Mr  Tattle  is  come  to  trait  upon  you,' 

Val.  Well,  I  can't  help  it, you  muft  bring  him  up  j 

he  knows  I  don't  go  abroad. 


SCENE       X. 

VALENTINE,    SCANDAL. 

Scan.  Pox  on  him,  I'll  be  gone. 

Val.  No,  pr'ythee  (lay  :  Tattle  and  you  fliould  never 
be  afunder  :  you  are  light  and  lhadotv,  and  fliew  one  an 
other;  he  is  perfectly  thy  revcrfe  both  in  humour  and  un- 
derftanding ;  and,  as  you  fet  up  for  defamation,  he  is  a 
mender  of  reputations. 

Scan.  A  mender  of  reputations !  ay,  juft  as  he  is  a 
keeper  of  fecrets,  another  virtue  that  he  fets  up  for  in 
the  fame  manner.  For  the  rogue  will  fpeak  aloud  in  the 
pofture  of  a  whifper ;  and  deny  a  woman's  name,  while 
lie  gives  you  the  marks  of  her  perlbn  :  he  will  forfwear 
receiving  a  letter  from  her,  and  at  the  fame  time  thew  you 
her  hand  in  the  fupericripuon  ;  and  yet  perhaps  he  has 
.  counterfeited  the  hand  too,  and  .fworn  to  a  truth ;  but  he 
hopes  not  to  be  believed  ;  and  icfufes  the  reputation  of  a 
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lady's  favour,  as  a  Dodlor  fays,  No,  to  a  bifhopric,  only 

that   it  may  be  granted  him In  fhort,  he  is  a  public 

profeflbr  of  fccrecy,  and  makes  proclamation  that  he  hold* 
private  intelligence. — He's  here. 

SCENE       XI. 
[7*0  them]    TATTLE. 

Tat.  Valentine,  good  morrow;    Scandal,   I  am  yours, 

That  is,  when  you  fpeak  well  of  me. 
Scan. That  is,  when  lam  yours ;  for  while  I  am  my  own, 
or  any  body's  elfe,  that  will  never  happen. 
Tat.  How  inhuman ! 

Vol.  Why,  Tattle,  you  need  not  be  much  concerned  at 
any  thing  that  he  fays  :  for  to  converfe  with  Scandal,  is  to 
play  Lofing  Loadum  ;  you  muft  lofe  a  good  name  to  him, 
before  you  can  win  it  for  yourfelf. 

Tat.  But  how  barbarous  that  is,  and  how  unfortunate 
for  him,  that  the  world  fliall  think  the  better  of  any 
perfon  for  his  calumniation  !  — I  thank  Heav'n,  it  has  al 
ways  been  a  part  of  my  character,  to  handle  the  reputa 
tion  of  others  very  tenderly  indeed. 

Scan.  Ay,  fuch  rotten  reputations  as  you  have  to  deal 
with,  are  to  be  handled  tenderly  indeed. 

Tat.  Nay,  but  why  rotten?  Why  fhould  you  fay,  rot 
ten,  when  you  know  not  the  perfons  of  whom  you  fpeak  ? 
Bow  cruel  that  is  ! 

Vol.  Not  know  "em  ?  Why,  thou  never  hadfl  to  do  with 
any  body  that  did  not  ftink  to  all  the  town. 

T.it.  Ha,  ha,  ha;  nay,  now  you  make  a  jeft  of  it  indeed. 
For  there  is  nothing  more  known,  than  that  nobody  knows 
any  thing  of  the  nature  of  me.  As  I  hope  to  be  fav'd,  Va 
lentine,  I  never  expos'd  a  woman,  fince  I  knew  what  wo 
man  was. 
Val.  And  yet  you  have  convers'd  with  feveral. 

Tat.  To  be  free   with  you,    I  have 1  don't  care 

if  I  own  that Nay  more  (I'm  going  to  fay  a  bold  word 
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sow)  I  never  could  meddle  with  a  woman  that  had  to  do 
with  any  body  elfc. 

Scan.   How  ! 

Val.  Nay,  faith,  I'm  apt  to  believe  him Except  her 

hufband,  Tattle. 

Tat.  Oh,  that 

S^a'i.  What  think  you  of  that  noble  commoner  Mrs 
Drab  ? 

Tat.  Pooh,  I  know  Madam  Drab  has  made  her  brags 
in  three  or  four  places,  that  I  faid  this  and  that,  and  writ 

to  her,  and  did  I  know  not  what But  apon  my  repu- 

tion,  {he  did  me  wrong Well,  well,  that  was  malice — 

But  I  know  the  bottom  of  it.     She  was  brib'd  to  that  by 

one  we  all  know" A  man  too.     Only  to  bring  me  into 

difgrace  with  a  certain  woman  of  quality. 

Scan.   Whom  we  all  know. 

Tdt.  No  niatter  for  that Yes,  yes,  every  body 

knows No  doubt  on't,  everybody  knows  my  fecrets— 

But  I  foon  fatisficd  the  Lady  of  my  innocence ;  for  I  told 

her Madam,  fays  I,  there  are  fome  perfons  who  make 

it  their  bufmefs  to  tell  ftories,  and  fay  this  and  that  of  one 
and  t'other,  and  every  thing  in  the  world;  and,  fays  I,  if 
your  Grace , 

Scan.  Grace  ! 

Tat.  O  Lord,  what  have  I  faid  ?  My  unlucky  tongne! 

Val.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Scan.  Why,  Tattle,  thou  haft  more  impudence  than  one 
can  in  reafon  expetSb :  1  ihall  have  an  efteem  for  thee,  well, 
and  ha,  ha,  ha,  well,  go  on,  and  what  did  you  fay  to  her 
Grace  ? 

Val.  I  confefs  this  is  fomething  extraordinary. 

Tat.  Not  a  word,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav'd  ;  an  arrant  lap- 
Ju<,  liuf'ix Come,  let's  talk  of  fome'hing  elfe. 

Val.  Well,  how  did  you  acquit  yourfelf  ? 

Tat.  Pooh,    pooh,    nothing   at  all,    I  only  rally'd  with 

you a  woman  of  ordinary  rank  was  a  little  jealous  of 

me,  and  I  told  her  fomething  or  other,  faith — I  know  not 
what — Come,  let's  talk  of  fouiethhig  elfc.  [Hzwzs  a  fvn£* 
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Scan.  Hang  him,  let  him  alone,  he  has  a  mind  we  fliould 
enquire. 

Tat.  Valentine,  I  fupp'd  latl  night  with  your  miftrefs, 
and  her  uncle  old  ForefigUt  :  I  think  your  lather  lyes  at 
Forefigbt'j. 

Vol.  Yes. 

Tat.  Upon  my  foul,  Angelica's  a  fine  woman— —And 
fo  is  Mrs  Forelight,  and  her  filler  Mrs  Frail. 

Scan.  Yes,  Mrs  Frail  is  a  very  fine  woman,  we  all  know 
her. 

Tat.  Oh,  that  is  not  fair. 

Scan.  What  ? 

Tat.  To  tell. 

Scan.  To  tell  what?  Why,  what  do  you  know  of  Mrs« 
Frail  ? 

Tat.  Who,  I  ?  Upon  my  honour  I  don't  know  whether 
Cie  be  a  man  or  woman;  but  by  the  frnoothnefs  of  hcc 
chki,  and  roundnefs  of  her  hips. 

Scar.  No ! 

Tat.  ixo. 

Scan.  She  fays  otherwife. 

Tat.  Jmpoffible! 

Scan.  Yes  faith.     Afk  Valentine  elfe. 

Tat.  Why  then,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav'd,  I  believe  x 
woman  only  obliges  a  man  to  fecrecy,  that  fhe  may  have 
the  pleafure  of  telling  herfelf. 

5 .an.  No  doubt  on't.  Well,  but  has  fhe  done  yoa 
wrong,  or  no  ?  You  have  had  her  ?  f  la  ? 

Tat.  Tho'  1  have  more  honour  than  to  tell  firft, 
I  have  more  manners  than  to  contradict  what  a  lady  hat 
declar'd. 

Sc'itt-  Well,  you  own  it  ? 

Tat.  I  am  ftrangely  furpris'd  ?  Yes,  yes,  I  can't  deny't, 
if  flic  taxes  mi  with  it. 

Scan.  She'll  be  here  by  and  by,  {he  fees  Valentine  every 
me  rning 

Jut.  flow  ? 
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Vol.  She  docs  me  the  favour — I  mean  of  a  vifit  fome- 
times.  I  did  not  think  (lie  had  granted  more  to  any-body. 

Scan.  Nor  I,  faith — Rut  Tattle  does  not  ufe  to  belie  a 

lady;  it  is  contrary  to  his  character How  one  may  be 

dcceiv'd  in  a  woman,  Valentine ! 

Tut.  Nay,  what  do  you  mean,  gentlemen  ? 

Scan.  I'm  refolv'd  I'll  a/k  her. 

Tat.  O  barbarous  !    Why,  did  you  not  tell  me  ? 

Scan.   No,  you  toid  us. 

Tat.  And  bid  me  atk  Valentine  ? 

Val.  What  did  I  fay  ?  I  hope  you  won't  bring  me  to  con- 
fefs  an  anfwer,  when  you  never  alk'd  me  the  quedion  ?  ' 

Tat.  But,  gentlemen,  this  is  the  moft  inhuman  proceed 
ing 

Val.  Nay,  if  you  have  known  Scandal  thus  long,  and 
cann-n  avoid  fuch  a  palpable  decoy  a^  this  was  ;  the  ladies 
Lave  a  fine  time,  wbofe  reputations  are  in  your  keeping. 

SCENE       XII. 

[To  thim]    JEREMY. 

"Jcf,  Sir,  Mrs  Frail  has  fent  to  knov?  if  you  are  ftir- 
ring. 

VaL  Shew  her  up  when  fhe  comes. 

SCENE       XIII. 
VALENTINE,    SCANDAL,    TATTLE. 

Tat.  I'll  be  gone. 

Val.  You'll  meet  her. 

Tat.  Is  there  not  a  back  way  ? 

Veil.  If  there  were,  you  have  more  difcretion  than  t» 
give  Scandal  fuch  an  advantage;  why, your  running  away 
will  prove  all  that  he  can  tell  her. 

7'.?.  -candal,  you  will  not  be  fo  ungenerous. O,  I 

fliall  lofe  my  reputation  of  fecrecy  for  ever 1  (hall 

never  be  receiv'd  but  upoa  public  days ;  and  my  vifits  will 
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never  be  admitted  beyond  a  drawing-room  :  I  fliall  never 
fee  a  bed-chamber  again,  never  be  iock'd  in  a  clofet,  nor 
run  behind  a  fkreen,  or  under  a  table;  never  be  diftin- 
guifli'd  among  the  waiting-women  by  the  name  of  trufly 
Mr  Tattle  more — You  will  not  be  fo  cruel. 

Val.  Scandal,  have  pity  on  him  ;  he'll  yield  to  any  con 
ditions. 

T.it.    Any,  any  terms. 

Star.  Come  then,  (acrifice  half  a  dozen  women  of  good 
reputation  to  me  prefently Come,  where  are  you  fa 
miliar  : And  fee  that  they  are  women  of  quality  too, 

the  firft  quality 

T,;t.  'Tis  very  hard — Won't  a  baronet's  lady  pafs  ? 

Scan.  No,  nothing  under  a  right  honourable. 

TJI.  O  inhuman  !  you  don't  expe&  their  names  ? 

Scan,  No,  their  titles  iliall  ferve. 

Tot.  Alas,  that's  the  fame  thing  :  pray  fpare  me  their 
titles;  I'll  defcribe  their  perfons. 

Scan.  Well,  begin  then  :  but  take  notice,  if  you  are  fo 
ill  a  painter,  that  I  cannot  know  the  petfon  by  your  pic 
ture  of  her,  you  mufl  be  condemn'd,  like  other  bad  pain 
ters,  to  write  the  name  at  the  bottom. 

Tat.  Well,  firft  then— 

SCENE       XIV. 
[r»  them]   Mrs    FRAIL. 

Tat.  O  unfortunate'  file's  come  already;  will  you  have 
patience  'till  another  time — I'll  double  the  number. 

Scaf.  Well,  on  that  condition — Take  heed  you  don't 
fail  me. 

Mrs  Frail.  I  fhall  get  a  fine  reputation,  by  coming 
to  fee  fellows  in  a  morning.  Scandal,  you  devil,  are  you 
here  too  ?  Oh  Mr  Tattle,  every  thing  is  fafe  with  you  we 
know. 

Scan.  Tattle. 

Tat.  Muni — O  Madam,  you  do  nie  too  much  honour. 

3, 
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V.i1.  Well,  Lady  galloper,  how  docs  Angelica?  , 

Mrs  Frail.  Angelica?  manners! 

Vol.  What,  you  will  allow  ail  abfent  lover ••••   . 

Mrs  Frail.  No,  I'ti  allow  a  lover  preftnt  with  his  mi- 

"frrefs  4o  be  particular Bat  otherwifc  1  think  his  paffioa 

•ought  to  give  place  to  his  manners. 

VaL  Brit  what  if  he  has  more  paffion  than  manners  ? 

Mrs  trail.   Then  let  him  marry  and  reform. 

VaL  Marriage  indeed  may  qualify  the  fury  of  his  pafHon, 
but  it  very  rurtly  mends  -a  man's  manners. 

Mrs  Frail.  You  are  the  mofi  miftaken  in  the  world; 
.there  is  no  creature  perfe&ly  civil,  but  a  hufband.  For 
in  a  little  time  he  grows  only  rude  to  his  wife,  and  that 
is  the  higheft  good  breeding,  for  it  begets  his  civility  to 
other  people.  Well,  I'll  tell  you  news ;  but  I  fuppofe 
you  hear  your  brother  Benjamin  is  landed.  And  my  bro 
ther  Forefight'a  daughter  is  come  out  of  the  country . 

I  allure  you  there's  a  match  talk'dof  by  the  old  people i 

Well,  if  he  be  bat  as  great  a  fea-beafr,  as  flic  is  a  land- 

monfter,  we  fhall  have  a  molr  amphibious  breed -The 

progeny  will  be  all  otters  ;  he  has  been  bred  at  fea,  and 
ihe  has  never  been  out  of  the  country 

Val.  Pox  take  'em,  their  conjunction  bodes  me  no  good, 
I'm  fure. 

Mrs  Frail.  Now  you  talk  of  conjun<flion,  my  brother 
•Forefight  has  caft  both  their  nativities,  and  prognofticates 
an  admiral  and  an  -eminent  juftiije  of  the  peace  to  be  the 
ifTue  male  of  the  two  bodies  ;  'tis  the  moft  fuperfiitious 
•old  fool  !  he  would  have  periuadcd  me,  that  this  was  an 
unlucky  day,  arid  wou'd  not  let  me  come  abroad  }  but  I 
invented  a  dieam,  and  fent  him  to  Artemidorus  for  in 
terpretation,  and  fo  ftolc  out  to  fee  you.  Well,  and 
what  will  you  give  me  now  ?  come,  I  muft  have  fome- 
thing. 

Val.  Step  into  the  next  room — - — ^— and  I'll  give  you 
fomething. 

Scan,   Ay,  we'll  all  give  you  fomething. 

Mrs  F'aiL  Weil,  what  will  you  all  give  me? 

Voz.,  I,  T 
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?",/.  Mine's  a  fecrct. 

Mrs  Frail.  I  thought  you  would  give  me  fometbing  that 
would  be  a  trouble  to  you  to  keep. 

Va!.  And  Scandal  fhall  give  you  a  good  name. 
Mrs  Frail.  That's  more  than  he  has  for  hiinfelf.     And 
tvliat  will  you  give  me,  Mr  Tattle? 
T.it.  1  :  my  foul,  Madam. 

Mrs  Frail.  Pooh,  no,  I  thank  you,  T  have  enough  to  do 
To  take  care  of  my  own.  Well ;  but  I'll  come  and  fee 
you  one  of  thefe  mornings  :  I  hear  you  have  a  great  many 
pictures. 

Tat.  I  have  a  pretty  good  collection  at  your  fervice, 
fome  originals. 

Scan.  Hang  him,  he  has  nothing  but  the  Seafons  and 
the  Twelve  Crrfars,  paltry  copies;  and  the  Five  Senfes, 
as  ill  rcprefentcd  as  they  arc  in  himfelf ;  and  lie  himfclf 
is  the  only  original  you  will  fee  there. 

Mrs  Frail.  Ay,  but  I  hear  he  ha*  a  clofet  of  beauties. 
S:ai\  Yes,  all   that  have  done  him  favours,  if  you  will 
believe  him. 

Mrs  Frail  Ay,  let  me  fee  thofe,  Mr  Tattle. 
T.it.  Oh,  Madam,  thofe  are  facred  to  love  and  contem 
plation.     No  man  but   the  painter  and  myielf  was  ever 
bleft  with  the  fight. 

Mrs  Frail.  Well,  but  a  woman 

Tat.  Nor  woman,  'till  fhe  contented  to  have  her  picture 
there  too — for  then  (he's  oblig'd  to  keep  the  iccret, 
S'an.  No,  no;  come  to  me  if  you'd  fee  pictures. 
Mrs  Frail.  You  ? 

Scan.  Yes,  faith,  I  can  fliew  you  your  own  picture,  and 
rrofl  of  your  acquaintance  to  the  life,  and  as  like  as  at 
Kncller's. 

Mrs  Frail.  O  lying  creature Valentine,  d»es  not  he 

lie  ? 1  can't  believe  a  word  he  fays. 

Val.  No,  indeed,  he  fpeaks  truth  now  :  for  as  Tattle- 
has  pictures  of  all  that  have  granted  him  favours,  he  has 
the  pictures  of  all  that  have  refus'd  him  :  if  fatire?,  de- 
£criptions,  charters,  and  lampoons  are  pictures. 
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Scan.    Yes,    mine  are  moft  in  black  and  white. And 

yet  there  are  lome  fct  out  in  their  true  colours,  both  men 
and  women.  I  can  ihew  you  pride,  fofly,  allegation, 
w.mtonneis,  inconftancy,  covctoufiif-fs,  diiliuiulation,  ma 
lice  and  ignorance,  ail  iu  one  piece.  Then  I  can  fhe-.v 
you  lying,  foppery,  vanity,  cowardrfe,  bragging,  lechery, 
impotence  and  uglinefs  in  another  piece;  and  yet  one  of 
thefe  is  a  celebrated  beauty,  and  t'other  a  profeft  beau.  I 
have  paintings  too,  fome  pleafant  enough. 
Mrs  Frai!.  Come,  let's  hear  "em. 

Scan.    Why,   I  have  a  beau  in  a  bagnio,  cupping  for  x 
complexion,  and  fwcatiug  for  a  fhape. 
Mrs  Frail.  So. 

•Scan.  Then  I  have  a  lady  burning  brandy  in  a  cellar 
with  a  hackney-coachman. 

Mrs  Fran.  O  devil!  Well,  but  that  ftory  is  not  true. 
Scan.  I  have  fome  hieroglyphics  too  :  I  have  a  lawyer 
with  a  hundred  hands,  two  heads,  and  but  one  face;  a 
divine  with  two  faces,  and  one  head  ;  and  I  have  a  ibldier 
with  his  brains  iu  his  belly,  and  his  heart  where  his  hea4 
fliou'd  be.  < 

Mrs  FraiL  And  no  head  ? 
Scan.  No  head. 

Mrs  Frml.  Pooh,  this  is  all  invention.  Have  you  ne'er 
a  poet  ? 

Scan.  Yes,  I  have  a  poet  weighing  words,  and  fellino- 
praife  for  praife,  and  a  critic  picking  his  pocket.  I  have 
another  large  piece  too,  rcprefeming  a  ichoo) ;  where  there 
are  huge  proportion  d  critics,  with  long  wigs,  Jac'si  coats, 
Steinkirk  cravats,  and  terrible  faces;  with  cat-calls  hi 
their  hands,  and  horn-books  about  their  necks.  I  have 
many  more  of  this  kind,  very  well  painted,  as  you  ihall 
fee. 

Mrs  Frail.  Well,  I'll  come,  if  it  be  but  to  difprove  you. 
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SCENE        XA. 
[2*c  tf.finj      J  I  R  E  M  Y. 

*J(*.  Sir,  here's  the  fteward  again  ffom  your  father. 

Vai  I'll  come  to  him -will  you  give  me  leave  ?  I'll 

ivait  on  you  again  prefently. 

Mrs  F  ail.    No,    I'll  be  gone.     Come,  who  fquires  me 
to  the  Exchange  ?  I  ir.uft  call  my  fifter  Fore-light  there. 

S  an.  I  will :  I  have  a  mind  to  your  fitter. 

Mrs  Frail.  Civil  ! 

Tat.  I  will,  becaufe  I  have  a  tender  for  your  Ladyfhip. 

Mrs  Frail.   That's  fomewhat  the  better   reafon,   to  my 
opinion. 

Scan.  Well,  if  Tattle  entertains  you,   I  have  the  better 
opportunity  to  engage  your  lifter. 

Vul.  Tell  Angelica,  I  am  about  making  hard  condition* 
to  come  abroad,  and  be  at  liberty  to  fee  her. 

S:an.  I'll  give  an  account  of  you,  and  your  proceedings. 
3f  indifcretion  be  a  fign  of  love,   you  are  the  moft  a  lover, 
,r>f  any  body  that  1  know  :    you  fancy  that    parting  with 

your  eftate  will  help  you  to    your  millrefs In  my  mind 

'he  is  a  thoughtlefs  adventurer, 

Who  hopes  to  purchafe  wealth  by  felling  land, 
Or  win  a  miftrefs  with  a  lofing  hand. 

A  C  T    II.         SCENE    I, 

A  Rotm  in  jforefight'i  Heufe. 

T  Q  R  E  S  I  G  H  'tr    and    SERVANT. 

FOR  E  S  I  G  H  T. 

HE  Y-D  A  Y  1    what,  are  all  the  women  of  my  family 
abroad  ?  Is  not  my  wife  come  home  ?  nor  my  fiftcr* 
»or  my  daughter  ? 
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Str-0.  No,  Sir. 

Fare.  Mevcy  on  us,  what  can  be  the  meaning  of  it  ?  Sure 
the  moon  is  in  all  her  fortitudes ;  is  my  niece  Angelica  at 
home  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir. 

J^c;.  J  believe  you  lie,  Sir, 

Serv.  Sir  ? 

Fsr^.  I  fay  you  lie,  Sir.  It  is  impollible  that  any  thing 
fhould  be  as  I  would  have  it  ;  for  I  w.is  born,  Sir, 
•when  the  crab  was  alcending,  and  all  my  affairs  go  back 
ward. 

Serv.  I  can't  tell  indeed,  Sir. 

Fore.  No,  I  know  you  can't,  Sir ;  but  I  can  tell,  and 
foretell,  Sir. 

SCENE       II.. 
[To  them]    N  U  R  S  E.- 

Fore.  Nurfe,  whcrc's  your  young  miftrcfs  ? 

Nurfc.  Wee'it  heart,  I  know  not,  they're  nonr  of-  'cnt' 
come  home  yet'.  Poor  child  !  I  warrant  flic's  fond  o*  fee 
ing  the  town Marry,  pray  Heaven,  they  ha'  given  her 

any  dinner Good  lack-a-day,  ha,  ha,  ha,  O  Grange! 

I'll. vow  and  fwear  now,  ha,  ha^  ha,,  marry,  and  did  you- 
ever  fee  the  like  ! 

Fo'-e.  Why,  IIO-A-  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Nurff.  Pray  Heav'n,  lend  your  ivoifhip  good  luck,  marry*' 
and  awen  with  y.ll  my  heart,  for  you  have  put  on  one 
flocking  with  the  wrong  f)dc  ouM'-artl. 

Fore.  Ha,  how  ?  Faith  and  troth  I'm  glad  of  it,  and  fir 
J-have,  that  may  ba. good  luck  in  troth,  in  troth  it  may, 
very  good  luck  :  -n^,  I  have  had  fomc  omens  :  I  got  o;;t 
of  bed  backwards  too  this  morning,  without  premedita 
tion  ;  pretty  good  that  too;  hut  then  1  [tumbled  coming: 
down  ftairs,  and  met  :v  wea'.Vl ;  b^ti  on-sens  thofe  :  fum« 
bad,  fome  good.  OUIP  lives  are  chtquei'il  :  mirth -and  for-- 
row,  want  and  plenty,  night  and  day,  m;tke  up  our  time 
ii  •  UiU  ia  troth,  I  am  pkas  d  at  my  rtuekin^;  rcry  wtd- 
'*  3 
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plcas'd  at   my  flocking Oh,    here's  my  niece  ! — Sirrah, 

go  tell  Sir  Sampfon  Legend  I'll  wait  on  him  if  he's  at  ler- 
fure, — 'tis  now  thr?c  o'clock,  a  very  good  hour  for  bufinefi. 
Mercury  governs  this  hour. 

SCENE       I1T-. 
ANGELICA,    FORESIGHT,    N  V  K  S  E. 

•Avg-  Is  it  not  a  good  hour  for  pleafure  too,  uncle  :  pray- 
lend  me  your  coach,  mine  is  out  cf  order. 

Fore.  What,  wou'd  you  be  gadding  too  :  Sure  all  fe 
males  are  mad  to-day It  is  of  evil  portent,  and  bodes 

mt&hief  to  the  matter  of  a  family — I  remember  an  old 
prophe'y  written  by  Meilahalah  the  Arabian,  and  thu£. 
tranllated  by  a  reverend  Buckinghamfliire  bard. 

"  When  houfewifes  al!  the  houfe  forfakc^ 
•'  And  leave  goodman  to  brew  and  bake, 
"  Withoutcn  guile,  then  be  it-faid, 
"  That  houfe  doth  ftond  upon  its  head  ; 
"  And  when  the  head  is  fet  in  grond, 
"  Ne  rear],  if  it  be  fruitful  fond." 

J<iittful,  the  head  fruitful,  that  bodes  horns-;  the  fruit  of 
the  head  is  horns — Dear  niece,  fray  at  home — For  by  the 
Jiead  of  the  heafe  is  meant  the  hufband  ;  the  propbefjr 
necdf  no  explanation. 

-C/.T.  V/cl),  but  I  can  neither  make  you  a  cuckold,  ancle, 
by  goirg  abroad ;  nor  fecure  you  frem  being  one,  by  Hay 
ing  at  home. 

JW.  Ye?,  yes  ;  while  there's  one  woman  left,  the  pro~ 
phefy  is  not  in  fu!>  force. 

Ang.  Eut  my  inclinations  are  m  force ;  I  have  a  mind 
to  go  abroad  ;  and  if  you  won't  lend  me  yonr  coach,  i'Jl 
take  a  hackney,  or  a  chair,  and  leave  you  to  erect  a 
fchcme,  and  find  who's  in  conjunction  with  your  wifr. 
\V~hy  don't  you  keep  her  at  home,  if  you're  jealous  of 
her  when  flic's  abroad  ?  You  k&ow  my  aunt  is  a  little  te- 
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trograde  (as  you  call  it)  in  her  nature.  Uncle,  I'm  afraid 
you  arc  not  lord  of  the  afcendant,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Fjre.  Well,  jill-flirt,  you  r.re  very  pert  —  and  always  ri 
diculing  that  celcflial  fciencc. 

Ang.  Nay,  uncle,  don't  be  angry  —  If  you  are,  I'll  rip 
up  all  your  falfe  prophefies,  ridiculous  dreams,  and  idle 
divinations.  I'll  fvvear  you  are  a  nuifunce  to  the  neigh 
bourhood  --  What  a  buftle  did  you  keep  againfl  the 
laft  invifible  eclipfc,  laying  in  provi  lion,  as  'twere  for  a 
fiege  !  What  a  world  of  fiie  and  candle,  matches  and 
tinder-boxes  did  you  purchafe  !  One  would  have  thought 
we  were  ever  after  to  live  un<3er  ground,  or  at  leaft  ma 
king  a  voyage  to  Greenland,  to  inhabit  there  all  the  dark 
feafon. 

Fore.  Why,  you  malapert  flut 

Ang.  Will  you  lend  me  your  coach,  or  I'll  go  on  -  • 
Nay,  I'll  declare  how  you  prophefied  popery  was  coming, 
only  becaufe  the  butler  had  miflaid  fome  of  the  apoftlc 
fpoons,  and  thought  they  were  loft.  Away  went  religion 
and  Ipoonmcat  together  —  Indeed,  uncle,  111  indite  you  for 
a  wizard. 

Fore.  How,  hulTy  !  was  there  ever  fuch  a  provoking 
minx  ! 

fJurfe.  O  merciful  father,  how.  flic  talks! 

d.  •.;„-.  Yes,  I  can  make  oath  of  your  unlawful  midnight 
practices  ;  you  and  the  old  nurfe  there  - 

Nurff-  Marr>,  Hcav'n  defend—]  at  midnight  practices! 
-  O  5  ord,  .what's  here  to  do!  -  1  in  unlawful  doings 
witamy  matter's  worihip  !  -  Why,  did  you  ever  hear  the 
like  now  ?  —  Sir,  did  ever  I  do  any  thing  of  your  midnight 
concerns  —  but  warm  your  bed,  and  tuck  you  up,  and  fet 
the  candle  and  your  tobacco-box,  and  your  urinal  bv  you, 
and  now  and  then  rub  the  foles  of  your  feet?  —  O  Lord, 


Ang.  Yes,  I  fiiw  you  together,  through  the  key-hole 
of  flu  cloftt,  one  night,  like  Saul  and  the  witch  of  En- 
dor,  taming  the  fieve  and  fiieers,  and  pricking  your 
thumbs,  to  wiite  poor  ianocent  fejvams  names  La  blood, 
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about  a  little  nutmeg-grater,  which  Hie  had  forgot  in  the- 

caudle-cup Nay,    I  know  fbrncthing  worfe,   if  I  would 

fpeak  of  it 

Fore.  I  defy  you,  huffy;  but  I'll  remember  this,   I'll  be 

reveng'd  on  you,  cockatrice;   I'll   hamper  you You 

have  your  fortune   in  your  own   hands but  I'll  find  a 

way  to  make  your  lover,  your  prodigal  fpendthrift  gallant, 
Valentine,  pay  for  all,  1  will. 

/ing.  Will  you  ?   I  care  not,  but  all  fhall  out  then 
lookto't,  nurfe ;  I  can  bring  witnefs  that  you  have  a  great 
unnatural  teat  under  your  left  arm,  and  he  another;  and 
that  you  fuckle  a  young  devil  in  the  fliape  of  a  tabby -car, 
by  turns,  I  can; 

Nurfe.  A  teat,  a  teat,  I  an  unnatural  teat !  O  the  falfs 
flanderous  thing;  feel,  feel  here,  if  I  have  any  thing  but 
like  another  Chiiftian.  [CrJ'»g* 

Fare.  1  will  have  patience,   fince  it  is  the  will   of  the 

ftars  I  fhculd  be  thus  tormented This- is  the  effect  of 

the  malicious  conjunctions  and  oppofitions  in  the  third 
houfe  of  my  nativity  ;  there  the  curfe  of  kindred  was  fore 
told — But  I  will  have  my  doors  lock'd  up I'll  punifh 

you,  not  a  man  fhall  enter  my  houfe. 

An^.  Do,  uncle,  lock  'em  up  quickly  before  my  aunt 
come  home — You'll  have  a  letter  for  alimony  to-morrowr 
morning — But  let  me  be  gone  firft,  and  then  let  no  man 
kind  come  near  the  houfe,  but  conrerfe  with  fpirits  ai.i 
the  celeflial  figus,  the  bull,  and  the  ram,  and  the  goat. 
Blefs  me  .'  there  are  a  great  many  horned  bc-afls  among 
the  twelve  fi^n?,  uncle.  Hut  cuckolds  go  to  Heaven. 

Fore.  I5ut  there's  but  one  virgin  among  the  twelve  ii^nitj 
{pit-fire,  but  one  virgin. 

>^"j.  Nor  there  had  not  been  that  one,  if  fTie  had  !.;.j 
to  do  with  any  thing  but  aftrologcrs,  uncle.  That  make* 
my  aunt  go  abroad. 

F.r,\  How  •  how  ?  is  that  the  reafon  ?  Come,  yf>u 
know  fometliinj  ;  tcil  me.  and  I'll  forgive  you  ;  do,  good 

niece  — Come,  \oufiiall    have  my  coach  and  horfes 

faith  acd  Uo;h,  you  iLall Does  my  wife  complaint 
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Come,  T  know  women  tell  one  another She  is  young 

and  fanguine,  has  a  wanton  hazle  eye,  and  was  horn  un« 
dcr  Gemini,  which  may  incline  h^r  to  fociety ;  flic  has  a 
mole  upon  her  lip,  with  a  moid  palm,,  and  an  open  libe 
rality  on  the  mount  of  Vtnus. 

Ang.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Pure.  Do  you  laugh? Well,  gentlewoman,  I'll — But 

come,  be  a  good  g'rl,  don't  perplex  your  poor  uncle,  tell 
me won't  you  fpeak  ?  Odd,  I'll 

SCENE       IV. 

[•r»  thim-\    SERVANT. 

Scr.  Sir  Sampfon  is  coming  down  to  wait  npon  you— - 

A»g.  Good  b'w'ye,.  uncle — Call  me  a  chair, I'll 

fini  out  my  aunt,  and  tell  her,  fhe  muft  not  come  home. 

Fore.  I'ro  fo  perplex'd  and  ves'd,  i  am  itot  fit  to  re 
ceive  him;  I  {ball  fcarce  recover  myfelf  before  the  hour 
be  paft:  go,  nurfe,  teli  ai?  Sampfon  I'm  ready  to  wait  on 
him.  . 

Nur/e.  Yes,  Sir. 

Fire.  Well Why,  if  T  was  born  to  be  a  cuckold, 

there's  no  more  to  be  faid — he's  here  alieady- 

SCENE       V. 

FORESIGHT    and   S  r  S  A  M  P  S  O  N  LEGEND   taith  t 
paper. 

Sir  Samp.  Nor   no  more   to   be   done,    old  boy;    that's 

plain here  'tis,"  I  have  it  in  r.iy  hand,  old   Ptolomee; 

I'll  make  the  ungracious  prodigal  know  who  bfgat  him  ; 
J  will,  old  Noltrodainas.  Wliat,  I  warrant  my  foa, 
thought  nothing  belor.g'd  to  a  father,  but  forgivenefs  and 
affection;  no  authority,  no  correction,  no  arbitrary 
power  ;  nothing  to  be  done,  but  for  him  to  o/Tend,  and- 
ine  to  pardon.  I  wairant  you,  if  he  danc'd  till  doomf- 
day,  he  thought  I  was  to  pay  the  piper.  Well,  but  here 
it  is  under^  black  and  white,  iSiguatutn,  Sigillatum,  a»4 
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Deliberatum ;  that  as  fbon  as  my  fon  Benjamin  is  arriv*<fr 
he  is  to  make  over  to  him  his  right  of  inheritance. 

Where's  my  daughter  that  is  to  he hah!   old  Merlin  ! 

body  o'me,  I'm  fo  glad  Tin  reveng'd  on  this  uadutit'al 
rogue. 

Fire.  Odfo,  let  me  fee;  let  me  fee  the  paper Ay, 

faitli  and  troth,  here  'tis,  if  it  will  but  hold 1  wifli 

things  were  done,  and  the  conveyance  made When 

was  this  Cgn'd,  what  hour  :  Odfo,  you  fliould  have  con- 
fulted  me  for  the  time.  Well,  but  we'll  make  hafte — 

Sir  Sump.  Hafte,    ay,  ay;     hafte  enough,    my  fon   Ben 

•will  be  in  town  to-night 1   have  order 'd  my  lawyer 

to  draw  up  writings  of  fettlement  and  jointure — All  iliall 

be  done  to-night No  matter  for  the  time;  pr'ythee, 

brother  Fore-fight,   leave  fuperllition Pox  o'th'  time ; 

there's  no  time  but  the  time  prefent,  there's  no  more  to 
be  faid  of  .what's  paft,  and  all  that  is  to  come  will  happen. 
If  the  fun  fhine  by  day,  and  the  fiars  by  night,  why,  we 
flv-\!l  know  one  another's  faces  without  tlichelpof  a  caudle, 
and  that's  all  the  ftars  are  good  for. 

Fere.  How,  how  ?  Sir  Sampfon,  that  all  ?  Give  me 
leave  to  coctr:.d;&  you,  and  tell  you,  you  are  ignorant. 

Sir  .?.?wf .  I  tell  you  I  am  wife  ;  and  fofiens  dorninabitur 
fjlrh  ;  there's  Latin  for  you  to  prove,  and  an  argument 

to  confound  your  Lphemeris Ignorant! — I  tell,  you,   J 

have  travcl'd,  old  rirou,  and  know  the  globe.  1  have  fecn 
tli.  Antipodes,  where  the  fun  rifes  at  midnight,  and  lets 
at  ui'on-day. 

P ,re.  But  I  tell  you,  I  have  travelFd,  and  travell'd  in 
the  ctleftial  fpheres,  kuow  the  figns  and  the  planets, 
and  their  houfes.  Can  judge  of  motions  direct  and  retro 
grade,  of  Sextiles,  Quadrates,  Trines  and  Oppositions, 
fiery  Trigons  and  aquatical  Trigons.  Know  whether  life 
{hall  be  long  or  ihort,  happy  or  unhappy,  whether  dif- 
cafes  are  curable  or  incurable.  If  journeys  fliall  be  pro- 
fperous,  undertakings  fuccefsful;  or  goods  (lol'ii  recover 'd» 
Ikaovy  .  ...... 
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Sir  Samp.  I  know  the  length  of  the  emperor  of  China's 
foot;  have  kifs'd  the  Great  Mogul's  flipper,  and  rid  a 
hunting  upon  an  elephant  with  the  Chain  of  Tartary.  .. 
Body  o'me,  j  have  made  a  cuckold  of  a  king,  and  th« 
prtfent  inajefty  of  Bantam  is  tlie  iffuc  of  thefe  loins. 

Fore.  '•  know  when  travellers  lie  or  fpeak  truth,  when 
they  dou't  know  it  themfelves. 

Sir  S'imf>.  I  have  known  an  aftrologcr  made  a  cuckold 
in  the  twinkling  of  a  ftar;  and  feeii  a  conjurer,  that  cou'd 
rot  keep  the  devil  out  of  his  wife's  circle. 

Fore.  What,  docs  he  twit  Die  with  my  wife  too  ?  I 

niuft  lie  better  inform'd  of  this, [^fiaf.] Do  you 

mean  my  wife,  Sir  Sampfon  ?  Tho'  you  made  a  cuckold 
of  the  king  of  Bantam,  yet  by  the  body  of  the  fun — — 

Sir  Sai.p.  By  the  horns  of  the  moon,  you  wou'd  fay, 
Bi  other  Capricorn. 

Pure.  Capricorn,  in  your  teeth,  thou  modern  Mandevil; 
Ferdinand  Mendez  Pinto  was  but  a  type  of  thee,  thou  liar 
of  the  iirft  magnitude.  Take  back  jour  paper  of  inhe 
ritance;  fend  your  ion  to  fca  again.  J'll  wed  my  daugh 
ter  to  an  Egyptian  mummy,  ere  llie  lliall  incorporate  with 
a  contemner  of  Icicnces,  and  a  defamer  of  virtue. 

Sir  San;p.  Body  o'm-e,  J  have  gone  too  far, 1  muft 

not  provoke  honeft  Albumazar, an  i'.gyptian  mum 
my  is  an  illuftrious  creature,  my  truQv  hieroglyphic;  and 
may  have  fignifications  of  futurity  about  him;  ods  bud, 
I  would  my  -Ton  wore  an  Egyptian  mummy  for  thy  fake. 
"What,  thou  art  not  angry  for  a  jeft,  my  good  Haly  ? — — 
1  reverence  the  fun,  moon  and  flars  with  all  my  heart. 
——What,  I'll  make  thee  a  prefeiit  of  a  mummy:  now 
I  think  on't,  body  o'me,  I  have  a  fhoulder  of  an  Egyp 
tian  king,  that  i  purloin'd  from  one  of  the  pyramids, 
powdcr'd  with  hieroglyphics;  thou  fhalt  have  it  brought 
home  to  thy  houfe,  and  make  an  entertainment  for  all 
the  Philomath?,  and  itudenu  in  phyfic  and  aflrology  in 
and  about  London. 

Fore.  But  wluvt  do  you  know  of  my  wife,  Sir  Samp- 
feftj 
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Sir  Samp.  Thy  wife  is  a  confttllation  of  virtues;  fhe'i 
the  moon,  and  thou  art  the  man  in  the  moon  :  nay,  (he 
is  more  illuflrious  than  the  moon;  for  ihe  has  her  chaftity 
without  her  inconstancy;  'sbud,  I  was  but  in  jeft. 

SCENE      VI. 
[TV  them']   JEREMY. 

Sir  Saiip.  Ho'v  now,  who  fent  for  you  ?  Ha !  •what 
•would  you  liave  ? 

Fere.  Nay,  if  you  were  but  ill  jeft Who's  that  fel 
low  :  I  don't  like  his  phyfiognomy. 

Sir  Sivnp.  My  fon,  Sir;  what  ion,  Sir?  My  fon  Benja 
min,  hoh  ? 

Jer.  No,  Sir,  Mr  Valentine,  my  mafkr 'tis  thefirft 

time  he  has  been  abroad  finre  his  confinement,  and  lie 
comes  to  pay  his  duty  to  you. 

Sir  Suinp.  Weil,  Sir. 

SCENE       VIL 

FORESIGHT,      Sir    S  A  M  P  S  O  N,       VALENTINE, 
J  E  il  E  M  Y. 

Jer.   He  is  here,  Sir. 

Vat.  Your  blelling,  Sir. 

Sir  Ssnip.  You've  had  it  already,  Sir.  I  think  I  fcnt  it 
to  you  to-day  in  a  bill  of  four  thoufand  pound  :  a  great 
deal  .'f  iiioney,  Brother  Fort-fight. 

fort-.  Ay,  iudeed,  Sir  Sampfon,  a  great  deal  of  money 
for  a  young  roan;  1  wonder  what  he  can  do  with  it. 

Sir  Sti"1*.   Body  o'n;e,  To  jlo  I. lia.-kye,  Valentine^ 

if  there  l>c  too  much,  refund  the  fupcrfluity ;  dofl  hear, 
boy? 

VaL  Su"-:'.'-1uity,  Sir,  it  will  fcarce  pay  my  debts. 
I  hope  you  will  have  more  indulgence,   than  to  oblige  me 
to  thofc  liard  condition?  which  my  n-eceffity  fign'd  to. 

Sir  Sam?,   -it,    how,    I   bsfeech  you,    what    were  you 
pleas'd  to  intimate  concerniug  indulgence? 
l 
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fraL  Why,  Sir,  that  you  would  not  go  to  the  extremi 
ty  of  the  conditions,  but  releafc  me  at  leaft  from  forae 
part 

Sir  S.imp.  Oh,  Sir,  I  underftand  you that's  all,  ha? 

Val.  Yes,  bir,  all   that  I  prefume  to   afk But  what 

you.  out  of  fatherly  fondnefs,  will  be  pleas'd  to  add,  fhall 
be  doubly  welcome. 

Sir  Samp.  No  doubt  of  it,  fweet  Sir  :  but  your  filial 
piety,  and  my  fatherly  fondnefs  would  fit  like  two  tallies 
— Here's  a  rogue,  Brother  Forefight,  makes  a  bargain  un 
der  hand  and  leal  in  the  morning,  and  would  be  releas'd 
from  it  in  the  afternoon;  here's  a  rogue,  dog,  here's  con- 
fcience  and  honefty  ;  this  is  your  wit  now,  this  is  the  mo 
rality  of  your  wits !  You  are  a  wit,  and  have  been  a  beau, 

and  may  be  a Why,  fir  rah,  is  it  not  here  under  hand 

and  feal Can  you  deny  it  ? 

Vol.  Sir,  I  don't  deny  it. 

Sir  Samp.  Sirrah,  you'll  be   hang'd;   I  fhall  live  to  fee 

you  go  up  Holborn-hill !'as  he  not  a  rogue's   face? — 

Speak,  Brother,   you  uaderftand  phyfiognomy,  a  hanging 

look  to  me of  all  my  boys  the  moft  unlike  me; 

he  has  a  damn'd  Tyburn-face,  without  the  benefit  of  the 
clergy. 

F  re.  Hum truly  I  don't  care  to  difcourage  a 

young  man He  has  a  violent  death  hi  his  face;  but 

I  hope  no  danger  of  hanging. 

V.,:.  Sir,  is  this  ufage  for  your  fon  ? for  that  old 

weather-headed  fool,  1  know  how  to  laugh  at  him;  bat 
you,  Sir 

Sir  Stimp.  You,  Sir;  and  you,  Sir; Why,  who  are 

you,  Sir  ? 

VuL  Your  fon,  Sir. 

Sa»:p.  That's  more  than  I  know,  Sir,  and  I  believe 
not. 

r,;'.  Faith,  I  hope  not. 

Sir  Sjmp.  What,  would  you  have  your  mother  a  whore ! 
Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  !  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ! 
Body  o'mc 

VOL.  I.  U 
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Vol.  I  would  have  an  cxcufe  for  your  barbarity  and  un- 
flatural  ufage. 

Sir  Samp.  Excufe  !  impudence  !  Why,  firrah,  mayn't  1 
do  what  1  pleafe  ?  Are  not  you  my  flave  ?  Did  not  1  beget 
you :  And  might  not  I  hare  chofen  whether  I  would 
have  begot  you  or  no  ?  'Oons  !  who  are  you  !  Whence 
came  you  ?  What  brought  you  into  the  world  ?  How 
came  you  here,  Sir?  Here,  to-  ftand  here,  upon  thofc 
two  legs,  and  look  ere&  with  that  audacious  face,  hah  > 
An  fiver  me  that?  Did  you  come  a  volunteer  into  the 
world?  Or  did  1,  with  the  lawful  authority  of  a  parent, 
prefs  you  to  the  fervice  ? 

Val.  I  know  no  more  why  I  came,  than  you  do  why 
you  call'd  me.  Rut  here  I  am,  and  if  you  don't  mean  to 
provide  for  me,  I  de-fire  you  would  leave  me  as  yeu  found 
me. 

Sir  Samp.  With  all  my  heart  :  come,  uncafe,  flrip,  and 
^TO  naked  out  of  the  world  as  you  came  into't. 

VaL  My  clothes  are  foon  put   off; but  you  mufr. 

alfo  dived  me  of  reafon,  thought,  paffions,  inclinations, 
aiTc<£tions,  appetites,  fenfes,  and  the  huge  train  of  atten* 
dants  that  you  begot  along  with  me. 

Sir  Samp.  Body  o'me,  what  a  many-headed  monfter  have 
I  propagated  ! 

Val.  I  am  of  myfclf  a  plain  eafy  fimple  creature,  and 
to  be  kept  at  fmall  expence;  but  the  retinue  that  you  gave 
•me  are  craving  and  invincible;  they  are  fo  many  devils 
that  you  have  rais'd,  and  will  have  emplo'  ment. 

Sir  Santf.  'Oons,    what  had  I  to  do  to  get  children! 

/can't   a  private  man  be  born  without  all  thefe  followers  ? 

. Why,  nothing  under  an  emperor  fliould  be  born  with 

appetites Why   at  this  rate,  a  ftllow  that  has  but  a 

groat  in  his  pocket,  may  have  a  ftomach  capable  of  a  ten 
ihilling  ordinary. 

Jer,  Nay,  that's  as  clear  as  the  fun ;  I'll  make  oath  of 
it  before  any  juftice  in  Middlefex. 

djr  Samp.  Here's  a  cormorant  too S'heart,  this  fel- 
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low  was  not  born  with  you  ? 1  did  not  beget  him, 

did  I ? 

Jer,  By  the  provifion  that's  made   for  me,   you  might 

have  begot  me  too : -nay,  and  to   ttll  your  Worihip 

another  truth,  I  believe  you  did,  for  I  find  I  was  bora 
with  thofe  fame  whorefon  appetites  too,  that  my  matter 
fptaks  of. 

Sir  Samp.  Why,  lock  yoAi  there  now  >  I'll  maintain  it, 
that  by  the  rule  of  right  real'on,  this  fellow  ought  to  have 

been  b;>rn  without  a  palate. Vheart,  what  fhould- 

he  do  with  a  diftinguiflung  tafte  ? 1  warrant  now  he'd 

rather  eat  a  phealant  than  a  piece  of  poor  John  :  and  fmelL 
now ;  why,  I  warrant  he  can  fmell,  and  loves  perfumes 
above  a  (link — —Why,  there's  it  ;  and  mufic,  don't  you 
love  mu fie,  fcoundrel? 

Jer.  Yes,  I  have  a  reafonable  good  ear,  Sir,  as  to  jiggs 
and  country  dances, *and  the  like ;  I  don't  much  matter 
your  Colo's  or  fonato's  ;  they  give  me  the  fpleen. 

Sir  Samp.  The  fpleen,  ha,  ha,  ha,  a  pox  confound  you— 
folo's  or  fonato's  ?  'Oons,  whofe  Ion  are  you  ?  How  were 
you  cngender'd,  muckworm  ? 

Jcr.  1  am  by  father  the  fon  of  a  chairman;  my 
mother  fold  oyfters  in  winter,  and  cucumbers  in  fummer  ; 
and  I  came  up  flairs  into  the  world ;  for  L  was  born  in  a 
cellar. 

Fore.  By  your  looks,  you  fllould  go  up  ftairs  out  of  vthe 
world  too,  friend. 

Sir  Sump.  And  if  this  rogue  were  anatomized  now, 
and  dilTceted,  he  has  veffels  of  digcflion  and  conco&ion, 
and  fo  forth,  large  enough  for  the  infide  of  a  cardinal, 

this  fon  of  a  cucumber. Thefe  things  are  unac^ount- 

able  and  unreafonable Body  o'me,  why  was  not 

1  a  bear  ?  that  my  cubs  might  have  lived  upon  fucking 
their  paws.  Nature  has  been  provident  only  to  bears  and, 
fpiders  ;  the  one  has  its  nutriment  in  his  own  hands  ;  and 
t'other  fpins  his  habitation  out  of  his  own  entrails. 

VaL  fortune  was  j-rovident  enough  to  fupply  all  the 
V    * 
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receffities  of  rny  nature,  if  I  had  my  right  of  inheri 
tance. 

Sir  Samp.  Again!  "Oons,  han't  you'four  thoufand pound 

if  I  had  it  again,  I  wou'd  not  give  thce  a  groat, 

What,  would'ft  thou  have  me  turn  Pelican,  and  feed  thec 

out  of  my  own  vitals! Vheart,  live  by  your  wits, 

You  were  always  fond  of  the  wits. Now  let's  fee  if  you 

h?vc  wit  enough  to  keep  yourfelf Your  brother  will  be 

in  town  to-night,  or  to-morrow  morning,  aud  then  look 
you  perform  covenants,  and  fo  your  friend  and  fcrvaut— 
Come,  b.  other  Forefight. 

SCENE       VIII. 
VALENTINE,    JEREMY. 

*Jer.  1  told  yoH  what  your  vifit  would  come  to. 

Vd.  "Tis  as  much  as  I  expected 1  did  not  come  to- 

fee  him:  I  came  to  Angelica;  but  fince  flie  was  gone 
abroad,  it  was  eafily  turned  another  way;  and  at  lead 
look'd  well  OH  my  fide.  What's  here?  Mrs  Forefight  and 

Mrs  Frail;  they  are  earneft. I'll  avoid  'em. Come 

*his  way,  and  go  and  enquire  when  Angelica  will  return. 

SCENE       IX. 
Mrs    FORESIGHT,    and  Mrs    FRAIL. 

Mrs  Fro;!.  What  have  you  to  do  to 'watch  me!  'S'life, 
I'll  do  what  1  pleafe. 

Mrs  Fore.  You  will  ? 

Mrs  Frail,  Yes  marry  will  I A  great  piece  of  btifl- 

nefs  to  go  to  Covent- Garden  Square  in  a  hackney-coach^ 
and  take  a  turn  with  one's  frV;.  !. 

Mrs  F'.rc.  Nay,  two  or  three  turns,  I'll  take  my  oath. 

Mrs  Frail.  Well,  u  hat  if  I  took  twenty 1  warrant 

if  yea  tad  been  there,  it  had  been  only  innocent  rccrea,- 
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fion, ' — Lord,  where's  the  comfort  of  this  life,  if  we 

can't  have  the  happinefs  to  converfe  where  we  like  ? 

Mrs  Fore.  But  can't  you   converfe  at   home  ? 1 

own  it,  I  think  there's  no  happinefs  like  converfing  with 
an  agreeable  man  ;  I  don't  quarrel  at  that,  nor  1  don't 
think  but  your  converfation  was  very  innocent;  but  the 
place  is  public,  and  to  be  feen  with  a  man  in  a  hackney- 
coach  is  fcandalous  :  what  if  any  body  elfe  fhou'd  have 
feea  you  alight,  as  I  did: How  can  anybody  be  hap 
py,  while  they're  in  perpetual  fear  of  being  feeu  and  cen- 

fur'd  ? Befides,  it  wou'd  not  only  refltc}  upon  you,  after, 

but  me. 

Mrs  Frail.  Pooh,  here's  a  clutter Why  fliou'd  it 

reflect  upon  you  ? — 1  don't  doubt  but  you  have  thought 
yourfelf  happy  in  a  hackney-coach  before  now — If  I  had 
gone  to  Knightfbridge,  or  to  Chelfey,  or  to  Spring-Garden, 
or  Barn  Elms  with  a  man  alone  — fbinething  miglifi 
have  been  faid. 

Mrs  Hie.  Why,  was  I  ever  in  any  of  thofe  places? 
What  do  you  mean,  filler  ? 

Mrs  Frail.  Was  I  ?  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mrs  FJTC.  You  have  been  at  a  worfe  place. 

Mrs  Frail,  I  at  a  worfe  place,  and  with  a  man  ! 

Mrs  Fore.  I  fuppofe  you  would  not  go  alone  to  the 
vrcrld's-end. 

'O./  Mrs  Frail.  The  world's  end!   What,  do  you  mean  to 
banter  me  ? 

Mrs  Fore.  Poor  innocent !  you  don't  know  that  there's 
Sf  place  call'd  the  world's-end  :  I'll  fwear  you  can  keep 
your  countenance  purely,. .you'd  make  an  admirable 
player. 

Mrs  Frail.  I'll  fwear  you  have  a  great  deal  of  conn-* 
dencc,  and  in  my  mind  too  much  for  the  ftage. 

Mrs  Firi .  Very  well,  that  will  appear  who  has  mofi :  yott 
never  wtre  at  the  world 's-eud  ? 

Mrs  Frail.  No. 

Mrs  Fore.  You  deny  it  ppfhively  to  my  face? 

Mis  Frail.  Your  face,  wliar's  your  face  ? 
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Mrs  £*ore.  No  matter  for  that,  'tis  as  good  a  face  a> 
yours. 

Mrs  Frail.  Not  by  a  dozen   years   wearing But  I 

do  deny  it  pofitively  to  your  face  then 

Mrs  Fore.  I'll    allow  you   now   to  find   fault  with   my 

face; for  I'll  fwear  your  impudence  has  put  me  out 

of  countenance  : but  look  you  here  now, where 

did  you  lole  this  gold   bodkin  ? O  filler,  fitter  t 

Mrs  Frail.  My  bodkin  ! 

Mrs  Fore.  Nay  'tis  yours,  look  at  it. 

Mrs  Frail.  Well,  if  you  go  to  that,  where   did   you  find 

this   bodkin? Ah  lifter,   Cfter  ! — -  fifter  every 

way. 

Mrs  Fore.  O  devil  on't,  that  I  cou'd  not  difcover  her, 
without  betraying  myfelf  !  [Afide. 

Mrs  Frail.  I  have  heard  gentlemen  fay,  fifter,  that  one 
fhou'd  take  great  care,  when  one  makes  a  thruft  in  fencing, 
not  to  ly  open  one's  felf. 

Mrs  Fore.  'Tis  very  true,  fifter :  well,  fince  all's  out, 
and  as  you  fay,  fince  we  are  both  wounded,  let  us  do  what 
is  often  done  in  duels,  take  care  of  one  another,  and  grow 
better  friends  than  before. 

Mrs  Frail.  With  all  my  heart  :  ours  are  but  flight  fleih 
.•wounds,  and  if  we  keep  'em  from  air,  not  at  all  dangerous  : 
well,  give  me  your  hand  in  token  of  fifterly  fecrecy  and 
afloftion. 

Mrs  Fore.  Here  'tis  with  all  my  heart. 

Mrs  Ff'-.H.  Well,  as  an  earncft  of  friendfhip  and  confi- 

r 

dence,  I'll  acquaint  you  with  a  defign  that  I  have.  To 
tell  truth,  and  fpeak  openly  to  one  another,  I'm  afraid 
the  world  have  obferv'd^us  more  than  we  have  obferv'd 
one  another.  You  have  a  rich  hufband,  and  are  pro 
vided  for;  I  am  at  a  lofs,  and  have  no  great  flock  either 
of  fortune  or  reputation  ;  and  therefore  rnuft  look  fharply 
about  me.  Sir  Sampfon  has  a  fon  that  is  expected  to- 
ni»hf,  and  by  the  account  I  have  heard  of  his  education, 
can  be  no  conjurer  :  the  eftate  you  knov,-  is  to  be  made 
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over  to  him  : Now  if  Icould  wheedle  him, filter,  ha? 

you  understand  me  ? 

Mrs  Fore.  I  do;  and  will  help  you  to  the  utmoft  of  my 

pO'.Ter And  I  can  tell   you  one  thing  that   Falls  out 

luckily  enough ;  my  aukward  daughter-in-law,  xvho  you 
know  is  defign'd  to  be  his  wife,  if  grown  fond  of  Mr  Tattle; 
now  if  we  can  improve  that,  and  make  her  have  an  avcr- 
fion  for  the  booby,  it  may  go  a  great  way  towards  his 
liking  you.  Here  they  come  together;  and  let  us  contrive 
fume  way  or  other  to  leave  'em  together. 

SCENE       X. 
[Tj  them']    TATTLE   and  Mifs   P  R  V  E. 

AT//}.  Mother,  Mother,  Mother,  look  you  here. 

Mrs  Fie.  Fy,  fy,  Mifs,  how  you  bawl Befides,  I 

have~u<ld  you,  you  mufl  not  call  me  Mother. 

M-/S.  What  muft  I  call  you  then  ?  are  not  you  my  fa 
ther's  wife  ? 

Mrs  Fare.  Madam ;  you  muft  fay  madam By  my 

foul,  I  fhall  fancy  rayfelf  old  indeed,  to  have  this  great 

girl  call  me  Mother Well,  but  Mifs,  what  are  you 

fo  overjoy'd  at  ? 

MiJ't.  Look  you  here,  Madam  then,  what  Mr  Tattle 
has  giv'ii  me •  Look  you  here,  coufm,  here's  a  fnufF- 

box;  nay,  there's  TnufF  in't ; here,  will  you  have  any  I 

Oh  good!  how  fweet  it  is Mr  Tattle  is  all  over 

fweet,  his  peruke  is  fweet,  and  his  glove*  are  fweet 

and  his  handkerchief  is  fweet,  pure  fweet,  fweeter  than 

rofes Smell  him,  Moiher,  Madam,  1  mean — He  gave 

me  this  ring  for  a  kifs. 

Tat.  O  fy,  Mifs,  you  muft  not  kifs  and  tell. 

Mifs.  Yes;  I  may  ttll  my  Mother -And  he  fays 

he'll  give  me  fomcthuig  to  make  me  fmell  fo -Oh  pray 

lend  me  your  handkerchief Smell,  coufm;  he  fays, 

he'll  give  me  fornething  that  will  make  my  fmocks  findl 
this  way  Is  not  it  pure? 'Tie  better  than  lavea- 
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dcr,  mun— I'm   rcfolv'd  I  won't  let   nurfc  put  any  more 

lavender  among  my  fmocks ha,  coufin  ? 

Mrs  Frail.   Ky,    Mifs;    amorigft   your  linen,  you  muft 

fay You  muft  never  fay  fmock 

-M//S.   Why,  it  is  not  bawdy,  is  it,  coufm  ? 
Tat.  Oh,  Madam ;  you   are  too  fevere  upon  mifs ;  you 
Ciufl  not  find  fault  with  her   pretty  fimplicity,  it  becomes 

herftrangely Pretty  Mifs,  dou't  let  'em  perfuade  you 

out  of  your  innocency. 

Mrs  Fore.  Oh,   demn  you,  toad 1   wifli    you   don't 

perfuade  her  out  of  her  innocency. 

Tat.  Who  I,   Madam  ? Oh  Lord,   how  can  your 

Ladylhip  have  fuch  a  thought fure  you  don't  know 

me  ? 

Mrs  Frail.  Ah  devil,  fly  devil —He's  as  clofe, 

fitter,  as  a  confeJbr He  thinks  we  don't  olfeive 

him. 

Mrs  Fore*  A  cunning  cur,   how  foon  he  cou'd  find  out 
&  frefli  harmlefs  creatuie;  and  left  us,  filler,  prcfently. 

Tat.  Upon  reputation 

Mrs  F'jre.  They're  all  fo,   fifler,   thefe   men they 

love  to  have  the  fpoiling  of  a   young  thing,  they  are  as 
fond  of  it,  as  of  being  firft  in  the  fafliion,   or  of  feeing  a 

new  play  the  firft  day, 1  warrant  it  would  break  Mr 

Tattle's  heart,  to  think  that  any-body  elfe  fliou'd  be  be' 
fore  hand  with  him. 

T'tt.  Oh  Lord,  I  fwear  T  would  not  for  the  world        • 
Mrs  Frail.  O   hang  you  ;    who'll    believe   you  : — You'd 
be  hang'd  before  you'd  confefs — we  know  you^ — flic's  very 

pretty! Lord,   what  pure  red   and    white! — flie  look? 

fo  wholfome ; ne'er  ftir,  J  don't  kno\?,  but  1  fancy,  if 

1  were  a  man 

AT//V.  How  you  love  to  jeer  one,  couun ! 

Mrs  Fore.  Harkye,  fifter, by  my   foul   the  girl 

is  fpoil'd  already d'ye  think  flie'll  ever  endure  a  great 

lubberly  tarpawlin — Gad,  I  warrant  you,  fhe  won't  let  him 
come  near  her,  after  Mr  Tattle- 

Mrs  Frail.  0'    my  foul,    I'm  afraid   not — ch!— filthy 
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creature,  that  fmells  all  of  pitch  and  tar — devil  take  you, 

you  confounded  toad why  did  you  fee  her  before  £he 

v.-.-.s  married  ? 

Mrs  Fore.  Nay,  why  did  we  let  him? — my  hu.fband  will 
hang  us — He'll  think  we  brought  'em  acquainted. 

Mrs  Frail.  Come,  faith  let  ui  be  gone — If  my  brother 

Forefight  fhou'd  find  us  with  them; he'd  think  fb, 

fure  enough. 

Mrs  Yore.  So  he  wou'd — but  then  leading  'em  together 

is  as  bad And  he's  fuch  a  fly  devil,  he'll  never  mils 

an  opportunity. 

Mrs  Frail.  I  don't  care;  I  won't  be  feen  in't. 

Mrs  Fc,re.  Well,  if  you  ihould,  Mr  Tattle,  you'll 
have  a  world  to  anfwer  for,  remember  1  wafli  my  bauds  of 
it,  I'm  throughl;'  innocent. 


SCENE      Xf. 
TATTLE,    Mifs   P  R  U  E. 

Mifs.  What  makes  'em  go  away,  .Mr  Tattle?  What 
do  they  mean,  do  you  kuow  ? 

Tat.  Yes,  my  dear 1  think  I  can  guefs — But  hang 

me  if  I  know  the  reafon  of  it. 

Mifs.  Come,  muft  we  not  go  too  ? 

Tat.  No,  no,  they  don't  mean  that. 

M-fs.  No !  What  then  ?  What  fliall  you  and  I  do  to 
gether  ? 

Tat.  I  muft  make  love  to  you,  pretty  Mifs  ;  will  you 
let  me  make  love  to  you? 

Mij's.  Yes,  if  you  pleafc. 

Tat.  Frank,  1'gad,  at  leaft.  What  a  pox  does  Mrs 
Forefight  mean  by  this  civility  ?  Is  it  to  make  a  fool  of 
me?  or  does  fhe  leave  us  together  out  of  good  morality, 

and  do  as  flic  would  be  done  by  ? Gad  I'll  underftand 

it  fo  [Ajide* 

Alsfs.  Well ;  and  how  will  you  make  love  to  me  :— • 
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Come,  T  long  to  have  you  begin — muft  1  make  love  too  ? 
You  muft  tell  me  how. 

Tat.  You  muft  let  me  fpeak,  Mifs,  you  muft  not 
fpeak  (lift ;  I  muft  aflc  you  queftious,  and  you  muft  an- 
fwer. 

M-fs.  What,  is  it  like  the  Catechifm  I come  then 

afk  me. 

Tat.  D'ye  think  you  can  love  me  ? 

Mifs.  Yes.  - 

Tat.  Pooh,  por,  you  muft  not  fay  yes  already ;  I 
fhan't  care  a  farthing  for  you  then  in  a  twinkling. 

Mifs.  What  muft  I  fay  then  ? 

Tat.  Why,  you  muft  fay  no,  or  you  believe  not,  or 
you  can't  tell 

M'fs.  Why,  muft  I  tell  a  lie  then  ? 

Tat.   Yes,    if   you'd   be   well-bred.     All  well-bred   per- 

fons  lie -Befides,  you  arc  a  woman,  you  muft  never 

fpeak  what  you  think:  your  words  muft  contradict  your 
thoughts^  but  your  a&ions  may  contradict  your  words. 
So,  when  1  afk  you,  if  you  can  love  roe,  you  muft  fay- 
no,  but  you  muft  love  me  loo. If  1  tell  you  you  are 

handfoine,  you  muft  deny  it,  and  fay  I  flatter  you-: — But 
you  muft  think  yourfelf  more  charming  than  I  fpeak. 

you: And  like  me,  for  the  beauty  which  1  fay  you 

have,   as  much  as  if  I  had  it  myfelf If  1  afk  you  to- 

kifs  me,  you  muft  be  angry,  but  you  muft  not  refufe 
me.  If  I  aik  you  for  more,  you  muft  be  more  angry, 

.        but  more  complying;  and  as   foon   as  ever  I 

make  you  fay  you'll  cry  out,  you  muft  be  fure  to  hold 
your  tongue. 

Mifs.  O  Lord,  I  fwear  this  is  pure, 1  like  it  better 

than  our  old-fafhion'd  country  way  of  fpeakuig  one's  mind; 
.  and  muft  not  you  lie  too  ? 

Tat.   Hum  ' — Yes — But   you  muft  believe  1  fpeak  truth. 
Mifs.  O  Gemini !   Well,  I  always  had  a  great  mind  to 
tell  lies — but  they  frighted  me,  and  faid  it  was  a  fin. 

Tat.  Well,  my  prtity  creature;  will  you- make  me 
bappy  by  giving  me  a  kils  I 
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Mifs.  No,  indeed  ;  I'm  angry  at  you. 

[Runs  andkijjei  bint. 

Tat.  Hold,  hold,  that's  pretty  well — but  you  fliould  not 
Jiave  given  it  me,  but  have  fuffer'd  me  to  have  taken  it. 

Miff.  Weil,  we'll  do't  again. 

Tat.  With  all  my  heart Now  then  my  little  angel. 

[Kiffef  her, 

Mlfi.  Pifh ! 
ti    Tat.  That's  right — again,  my  charmer.         \K;jJa again. 

M'fi,  O  fy,  nay,  now  J  can't  abide  you. 

Tat.  Admirable!  that  was  as  well  as  if  you  had  been 
torn  and  bred  in  Covent-gardtn.  And  won't  you  fhevr 
me,  pretty  Mifs,  where  your  bed  chamber  is  ? 

M>js.  No,  indeed  won't  I ;  but  I'll  run  there  and  hide 
my  felt'  from  you  behind  the  curtains. 

Tat.  I'll  follow  y<,u. 

Miff.  Ah,  but  1 11  hold  the  door  with  both  hands,   and 

.be  angry and  jou  iLall  pulh  me  down  before  you  come 

in. 

Tat.  No,  I'll  come  in  firft,  and  pufli  you  down  after- 
\vard-*. 

Mifs.  Will  you  ?  then  I'll  be  more  angry,  and  more 
complying. 

Tat.  Then  I'll  make  you  cry  out. 

A/-/J.  Oh,  but  you  fhan't,  for  I'll  hold  my  tongue. 

Tat.  Oh  my  dear  apt  fcholar. 

-M,/i.  Wtll,  now  I'll  run  and  make  more  hade  than 
you. 

Tat.  You  fliall  not  fly  fo  faft  as  I'll  purfue. 

ACT    III.        SCENE    I. 

NURSE  alone. 

•tut  1 5  S  !  Mifs  Prue .' mercy  on  me,  marry  and  amen. 

Why,  what's  become  of  the  child  ?  why  Mifs  !   Mifs 
! Sure,  Oie  has  lock'd  herfclf  up  in  her  cham- 
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bcr,  and  gone  to  fleep,  or  to  prayers — Mifs  !  Mifs  !  I  hear 

her come  to  your  father,  child  ;  open  the  door open 

the  door,  Mifs 1  hear  you  cry  huflit O  Lord,  who's 

there  ?  [peefi.]  What's  here  to  do  ? — O  the  father  !  a  man 

with  her? Why,  Mifs,  I  fay!  God's   my   life,   here's 

fine  doings  towards O  Lord,  we're  all  undone — O  you 

young  harlotry  !  [knock*.]  Od's  my  life,  won't  you  open  the 
door  ?  I'll  come  iu  the  back  way. 

S     C     E    N     E    .   II. 
TATTLE,    Mifs  P  R  U  E. 

JWi/i  O  T.ord,  flic's  coming — and  flie'll  tell  my  father ; 
what  fliall  J  do  now  ! 

Tat  Pox  take  her  ;  if  .(he  had  (laid  two  minutes  longer, 
I  fliou'd  have  wiih'd  for  her  coming. 

Mi/i.  O  dear,  what  fliall  I  fay !  Tell  me,  Mr  Tattle, 
tell  me  a  lie. 

Tat.  There"?  no  occafion  for  a  lie  ;  I  could  never  tell  a 
lie  to  no  purpofe — but  fmcc  we  have  done  nothing,  we 
muft  fay  nothing,  1  think.  I  hear  her;  I'll  leave  you  to 
gether,  and  corac  off  as  you  can. 

[Thrufls  her  in,  and  fiats  the  door. 

SCENE        III. 

TATTLE,    VALENTINE,    SCANDAL,    ANGE- 
L  1C  A. 

Ang.  You  can't  accufe  me  of  inconftancy  ;  I  never  told 
you  that  1  liv'd  you. 

Vol.  Hut  I  can  accufe  you  of  uncertainty,  for  not  telling 
me  whether  yon  did  or  not. 

An$.  You  miftake  indifference  for  uncertainty ;  I  never 
had  concern  enough  to  afk  myfelf  the  queftion 

Nor  good-nature  enough   to  anfwer   him  that  did 
afk  you ;  I'll  fay  that  for  you,  Madam. 
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•^"^    What,  are  you  fetting  up  for  good  nature  ? 
'Stan.  Only  for  the  affectation  of  jit,  as  the  women  do  for 
ill-naiure. 

di'g.  Perfuade  your  friend  that  it  is  all  affectation. 
I      Bean.  I  fhall  receive  no  benefit  from  the  opinion ;  for  I 
I  know  no  effectual  difference  between  continued  aiL-ctation 
1  and  reality. 

Tat.  coming  «/>.]  Scandal,  are  you  in  private  difcourle, 
any  thing  of  fecrecy  ?  [dfi-lc  to  Scan. 

S<.an.  Yes,  but  I  dare  truft  you;  we  were  talkjrg  of  An 
gelica's  love  to  Valentine;  you  won't  fpeak  of  it  ? 

Tat.  No,   no,  not  a  fyllable 1  know  that's  a  fecret, 

for  'tis  whifper'd  every  where. 

Stai:.  Ha,  ha,  ha- 

Ang.  What  is,  Mr  Tattle  .'  I  heard  you  fay  fomcthing 
"Tvas  whifper'd  every  where. 

fat.  Your  love  of  Valentine. 

Ang.  How  ! 

Tat.  No,  Madarh,  his  love  for  your  Ladyfhip— Gad  take 
'me,  I  beg  your  pardon — for  I  never  heard  a  word  of  your 
I.adyfl.i.p's  patlion  till  this  inftant. 

A»g  My  pnllion  !  and  who  told  you  of  my  paffioii, 
pray,  Sir  ? 

.     Scan.  Why,  is  the  devil  in  you  ?  Did  not  I  tell  it  you 
for  a  fecret  ? 

Tat.  Gad  fo,  but  I  thought  {he  might  have  been  trufted 
with  her  own  affairs. 

Scat-.  Is  that  your  difcretion  ?  Truft  a  woman  with  her- 
felf? 

Tat.  You  fay  true,  I  beg  your  pardon— I'll  bring  all 
-ofF — It  was  impoffiblt,  Madam,  for  me  to  imagine,  that  a 
•peribn  of  your  Ladyfliip's  wit  and  gallantry  could  have  fo 
long  received  the  padionate  addreffes  of  the  accomplilhed! 
Valentine,  and  yet  remain  infenfible;  therefore  you  will 
pardon  me,  if  from  a  juft  weight  of  his  merit,  with  your 
Ladyfiiip's  good  judgment,  I  fcrm'd  the  balance  of  a  re- 
.cipriical  a^ 

VOL.  I. 
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Vat.  O  the  devil,  what  damn'd  cortive  poet  has  given 
ihee  this  leflbn  of  fuflian  to  get  by  rote  ? 

Ang.  \  dare  fwear  you  wrong  him,  it  is  his  own and 

Mr  Tattle  only  judges  Of  the  fuccefs  of  others,  from  the 
effects  of  his  own  merit.  For  certainly  Mr  Tattle  was 
never  denied  any  thing  in  his  life. 

Tat.   O  Lord !  yes,  indeed,  Madam,  feveral  times. 

jlng.  I  fwear  I  don't  think  it  poffible. 

Tat.  Yes,  I  vow  and  fwear  I  have  :  Lord,  Madam,  I'm 
the  moft  unfortunate  man  in  the  world,  and  the  moft  cru 
elly  us'd  by  the  ladies. 

/ing.  Nay,  now  you're  ungrateful. 

Tat.  No,  I  hope  not— 'tis  as  much  ingratitude  to  owa 
fomc  favours,  as  to  conceal  others. 

Vol.  There,  now  'tis  out. 

Aug.  I  don't  understand  you  now  :  I  thought  you  had 
never  afk'd  any  thing,  but  what  a  lady  might  modeftly 
grant,  and  you  confefs. 

Scan  So  faith,  your  bufmefs  is  done  h'ere;  now  you  may 
go  brag  fomewliere  elfe. 

Tat.  Brag !  O  heavens  !  why,  did  I  name  any  body  ? 

Jtng.  No,  I  fuppofe  that  is  not  in  your  power ;  but  you 
nvou'd  if  you  con'd,  no  doubt  on't. 

Tat.  Not  in  my  power,  Madam  !  What,  does  your  T.a- 
dyfhip  mean  that  I  have  no  woman's  reputation  in  mjr 
power  ? 

Scan.  'Oons,  why,  you  won't  own  it,  will  you  ?      [dfiJt. 

Tat.  Faith,  Madam,  you're  in  the  right :  no  more  I 
Jiave,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav'd ;  I  never  had  it  in  my  power 

to  fay  any  thing  to  a  lady's  prejudice  in  my  life for  as 

I  was  telling  you,  Madarn,  I  have  been  the  moft  unfuccefs- 
ful  creature  living,  in  things  of  that  nature;  and  never 
had  the  good  fortune  to  be  trufted  once  with  a  lady's  fe- 
cret,  not  once. 

y*«?.  No  ! 

Vol.  Not  once,  I  dare  anfwer  for  him. 

Scan.  And  I'll  anfwcr  for  him ;  for  I'm  furc  if  he  had, 
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he  -would  have  told  me;   I  find,  Madam,  you  don't  know 
Mr  Tatt'le. 

Tat.  No  indeed, 'Madam,  you  doft't  know  me  at  all, 
I  find.  For  fure  my  intimate  friends  wou'd  have  known — ' 

Ang.  Then  it  feems  you  would  have  told,  if  you  had 
been  trufted. 

Tat.  O  pox,  Scandal,  that  was  too  far  put — Never  have 
told  particulars,  Madam.  Perhaps  I  might  have  talk'd  as 

of  a  third  perfon or  have  introduced  an  amour  of  my 

own,  in  converfation,  by  way  of  novel:  but  never  have 
cxplain'd  particulars. 

Ang.  But  whence  comes  the  reputation  of  Mr  Tattle'* 
fccrecy,  if  he  was  never  truded  ? 

Scan.  Why  thence  it  arifes — 'The  thing  is  proverbially 
fpoken;  but  may  be  apply'd  to  him — As  if  we  tliould 
fay  in  general  terms,  he  only  is  iecret  who  never  was 
traded ;  a  Satirical  proverb  upon  our  fex — There's  another 
upon  yours — As,  flie  is  chaile  who  was  never  afk'd  the 
queflion.  That's  all. 

.  VaL  A  couple  of  very  civil  proverbs,  truly  :  'tis  hard; 
to  tell  whether  the  Lady  or  Mr  Tattle  be  the  more  obhg'd 
to  you.  For  you  found  her  virtue  upon  the  backward- 
nefs  of  the  men,  and  his  lecrecy  upon  the  miltruil  of 
the  women. 

Tat.  Gad,  'tis  very  true,  Madam,  I  think  we  are  oblig'd 
to  acquit  ourfelves — And  for  ir.y  part — But  your  Lady- 
£bip  is  to  fpeak  fir  ft. 

Ang  Am  I  ?  Well,  I  freely  coufefs  I  have  refifkd  a  great 
deal  of  temptation. 

Tat.  And  i'Gad,  I  have  given  fome  temptation  that 
has  not  been  refilled* 

VaL  Good. 

Ang.  I  cite  Valentine  here,  to  declare  to  the  court  how 
fcuitlcfs  he  has  found  his  endeavours,  and  to  confcfo  all 
his  felicitations  and  my  denials. 

-  Val.  I  am  ready  to  plead,  not  guilty  for  you ;  and  guilty, 
for  myfelf. 
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Scan.  So,  why  this  is  fair,  here's  dcmonftratioff  with  a 
witnefs. 

Tat.  Well,  -my  witneOes   are  not  prcfem But  I  con- 

fefs  1  have  had  favours  from  perfons But  as  the  favour* 

are  numberlefs,  fo  the  perfon*  are  namelefs. 

Scan.  Pooh,  this  proves  nothing. 

Tat.  No?  lean  fliew  letters,  lockets,  pictures,  and 
rings ;  and  if  there  be  occasion  for  witneffes,  I  can  fum-' 
mon  the  maids  at  the  chocolate-houies,  all  the  porters  at' 
Pall-Mall  and  Covent-Garden,  the  door  keepers  at  the 
play-houfe,  the  drawers  at  Locket's,  Pontack's,  the  Rum-7 
jner,  Spring-Garden;  my  own  landlady,  and  valet  de 
chambre;  who  all  fhall  make  oath,  that  1  receive  more 
letters  than  the  fecretary's  office;  and  that  I  have  more 
vizor-malks  to  enquire  for  me,  than  ever  went  to  fee  the 
hermaphrodite,  or  the  naked  prince  And  it  is  notorious, 
that  in  a  country  church,  once,  an  enquiry  being  made, 
•who  I  was,  it  was  anfwer'd,  I  was  the  famous  Tattle,  who 
bad  ruin'd  fo  many  women. 

Val.  It  was  there,  I  fuppofc,  you  got  the  nick-name  of 
the  Great  Turk. 

Tat.  .True,  I  was  call'd  Turk -Tattle  all  over  the  parith 

The  next  Sunday  all  the  old  women  kept  their' 

daughters  at  home,  and  the  parfou  had  not  half  his  con 
gregation.  He  wou'd  have  brought  me  iuto  the  (piritual 
Cijurt,  but  1  was  reveng'd  upon  him,  for  he  had  a  hand- 
fume  daughter  whom  I  initiated  into  the  fcience.  But  I 

repeated -it  afterwards,  for  'it  was  talk'd  of  in   town 

And  a  lady  of  quality  that  fhall  be  namelefs,  in  a  raging' 
Jit  of  jealoufy,   came  down  in  her  coach  and   fit  !u>r!es, 
and  expos'd  herfelf  upon  my  account ;  gad  1  was  very  ferry' 

for  it  with  all  my  heart- You  know  whom  1  meau . 

You  know  where  we  raffled — 

Scan.  Mum,  Tattle. 

Vol.  'Sdeath,  are  you  not  afham'd  ? 

An%.  O  barbarous  !'  I  never   heard  fo  iufolent  a  piece  of 

Taiiity Fy,  Mr  Tattle I'll  fwear  I  could  not  hatfc 

fcclitv'd  it Is  this  your  fecrecy  ? 
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Tal.  Gad  fo,  the  heat  of  my  (lory  carried  me  beyond 
my  difcretion,  as  the  heat  of  the  lady's  paffion  hurry'dher 

beyond    her    reputation Rut    1  hope   you  don't  know 

whom  I  mean;  for  there  were  a  great  many  ladies  raffled 
Pox  on't,  now  could  I  bite  off  my  tongue.- 

Scan.  No,  don't;  for  then  you'll  tell  us  no  more— — » 
Come,  I'll  recommend  a  fong  to  you  upon-  the  hint  of  my 
two  proverbs,  and  I  fee  one  in-  the  next  room  that  will: 
fia£  it.  [Goes  t>  the  door. 

Tat.  For  Heaven's  fake  if  you  do  guefs,  fay  nothing; 
gad,  I'm  very  unfortunate. 

Stan,  Pray  ung  the  firft  fong  in  the  laft  new  play. 

3       O       N       G, 

Set  by  Mr  John  Ecclcs*- 

I; 

A1  nymph  and  a  final",  to  Apollo  once  pray'3, 

The  f wain  had  been  jilted,  tbt  nymph  been  betray'3: 

T-btir  intent  was  to  try  i_f  the  oracle  k>.ew 

&er  a  nymph  that'  was  cfraflf,  or  a  fwain  that  -was  true. 

II. 

jjprlk  was  mute,  and  bad  like  t'h.ive  been  pto'cf,. 

But  ftigcly  at  length  by  tbh  Jecret  AijcLfl: 

"  Hf  ahiie  -wdn'i  betriy  in  whim  acne  -will  coi.fiik: 

*'  And  the  nymph  may  be  chajh  that  has  never  ifetu  try'd"' 

S    GENE       IV. 

[T!>  them]    Str  S  A-M  P  S  O  N,    Mrs    FRAIL,   Mifs    P  R  U  E  , 
and    S  £.  R  V  A  N  T. 

Sir£jm/>.  Is  Ben  com*?  Odfo,  my  ion  Ben  come?  Odd: 
I'm  glad  on'£  :  where  is  he:  I  long  to  fee  him  Now, 

Mis  frail,  you  ihall  fee  my  fon  Ben jjody  o'rn'-,  he^s 

*  3 
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the  hopes  of  my  family 1  han't   feen  him  thefe  three 

years 1  warrant  he's  grown Call  him  in,  bid  him 

make  hafle — I'm  ready  to  cry  for  joy. 

Mrs  Frail.  Now,  Mifs,  you  {hall  fee  your  hufband. 

Mrjs.  Pifh,  he  fhall  be  none  of  my  hulband. 

I A  fide  to  Fraif. 

Mrs  Frail.  Hufli :  well  lie  fhan't,  leave  that  to  me— 
I'll  beckon  Mr  Tattle  to  us. 

Ang.  Won't  you  flay  and  fee  your  brother  ? 

Val.    We  are  tht  twin-ftars,   and  cannot  fhine  in  one 

fphere;  vyhen  he  rifes  I  muft  fet Befides,   if  I  fhou'd- 

ftay,  I  don't  know  but  my  father  in  good-nature  may  piefs 
me  to  the  immediate   figning  the  deed  of  conveyance  of 

my  tftate;  and    I'll  defer  it  as  long  as  I  can Well, 

you'l!  come  to  a  refolution  ? 

Aug.  I  can't.    Refolution  rnuft  come  to  me,  01  I  fl.all 
never  have  one. 

Scjn.  Come,  Valentine,  I'll  go  with  you  ;  I've  fomething 
in  my  head  to  communicate  to  you. 


SCENE      V. 


ANGELICA,    Sir    SAMPSON,    TATTLE,    Mrs 
¥  R  A  I  L,    Mifs    P  R  U  E. 


Sir  Samp.  What,  is  my  fon  Valentine  gone?  What,  is 
ht  fneak'd  off,  and  would  not  fee  his  brother  ?  There's  an 
unnatural  whelp.'  there's  an  ill-natured  dog!  What,  were 
you  here  too,  Madam,  and  could  not  keep  him  ?  cou'd 
neither  love,  nor  duty,  nor  natural  affe&ion  oblige  him? 
Odfbud,  Madam  have  no  more  to  fay  to  him;  he  is  not 
worth  your  confideration.  The  rognt  has  not  a  drachm 
of  generous  love  about  hi.T»  :  all  intereft,  all  imercfr;  he's 
an  undone  fcoundrel,  and  courts  your  cftate  :  body  o'me, 
lie  does  not  care  a  doit  for  jour  perfon. 

Ang.  I'm  pretty  even  with  him,  Sir  Sampfon ;  for  ff 
ever  I  cou'd  have  lik'd  any  thing  in  him,,  it  lLould  have 
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been  his  eftate  too  :  but  fmce  that's  gone,  the  bait's  off, 
and  the  naked  hook  appears. 

Sir  Samp.  Ods-bud,  wellfpoken;  and  you  are  a  wifer 
woiTun  than  I  thought  you  were  :  for  moft  young  women 
now-a-days  are  to  be  tempted  with  a  naked  hook. 

Ar.g.  If  I  marry,  Sir  Sampfon,  I'm  for  a  good  eftate 
•with  any  man,  and  for  any  mau  with  a  good  tftate  :  there 
fore  if  I  wete  obliged  to  make  a  choice,  1  declare  I'd  ra 
ther  have  you  than  your  fon. 

Sir  Samp.  Faith  and  troth  you're  a  wife  woman,  and 
I'm  glad  to  hear  you  fayfo;  I  was  afraid  you  were  in 
love  with  the  reprobate;  odd,  I  was  forry  for  you  with 
all  my  heart :  hang  him,  mungrel ;  caft  him  off;  you  fhall 
fee  the  rogue  lliew  himfelf,  and  make  love  to  fome  de- 
fponding  Cadua  of  fourfcore  for  fuftenance.  Odd,  I  love 
ta  fee  a  young  fpendthrift  forced  to  cling  to  an  old  woman 
for  fupport,  like  ivy  round  a  dead  oak  :  faith  I  do  ;  I 
love  to  fee  'em  hug  and  cotton  together,  like  down  upon 
a  thirtle. 


SCENE      VI. 


[To  them]      BEN    LEGEND    and    SERVANT. 

Sen.  Where's  father  ? 

Sfrv.  There,  Sir,  his  back's  toward  you. 

Sir  Sdmp.  My  fou  Ben  !  Blefs  thee,  my  dear  boy;  body 
o'me^thou  art  heartily  welcome. 

Me-i.  Thank  you,  father,  and  I'm  glad  to  fee  you. 

Sir  Samp.  Och-bud,  and  I  am  glad  to  fee  thee  ;  kifs  mff, 
boy,  kifs  me  again  and  again,  dear  Sen.  [Kffii  birh- 

Ben.  So,  fo,  enough,  father Mt'fs,  I'd  rather  kift 

thcfe  gentlewomen. 

Sir  bamf.  And  fo  thou  fhalt Mrs  Angelica,  rny  fon 

Ben. 

Ben.  Forfooth,  if  you  pleafe [Sables  ker.~\  Nay, 

Miftrefs,  I'm  nut  for  dropping  anchor  here;  about  {nip 
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[Kiffes  Frail.]  Nay,  and  you  too,  my  little  cock- 
-fo [Kifles  Mifs. 

Tat.  Sir,  you're  welcome  afhore. 

Sen.  Thank  you,  thank  you,  friend: 

Sir  Sav.f.  Thou  haft  been  many  a  weary  league,  Ben,* 
Cnce  I  faw  thee. 

Ben.  Ey,  ey,  been  '.  been  far  enough,  and  that  be  all- 
Well,  father,  and  how  do  all  at  home  ?  How  docs  brother 
Dick,  and  brother  Vail  ? 

Sir  Samp.  Dick,  body  o'me,  Dick  has  been  dead  thefe 
two  years;  I  writ  you  word  when  you  were  at  Leghorn. 

Ben.  Mefs,  that's  true;  marry,  1  had  forgot.  Dick's 
dead,  as  you  fay — Well, 'and  how  ?  I  have  many  queftions 
to  afk  you  :  Well,  you  ben't  marry'd  again,  father,  be 
you  ? 

Sir  Samp.  No,  I  intend  you  fliall  marry,  Ben;  I  would 
not  marry  for  thy  fake. 

Ben.  Nay,  \vhat  does  that  fignify: An  you  marry 

again why  then,  I'll  go  to  fea  again,  fo  there's 

one  for  t'other,   an  that  be  all Pray  don't  Jet  me  be 

your  hindrance;  e'en  marry  a  God's  name,  an  the  wind  fit 
that  way.  As  for- my  part,  ma)  hap  1  have  no  mind  to 
marry. 

M,r*  Frail.  That  wou'd  be  pity,  fuch  a  handfome  young 
gentleman. 

£<;>,.  Handfome!  he,  he,  he,  nay,  forfooth,  an  you  be 
for  joking,  I'll  joke  with  you  ;  for  1  love  my  jeft,  an  the 
fliip  were  finking,  as  we  fay'a  at  fea.  But  I'll  tell  you 
vhy  1  don't  much  ftand  towards  matrimony.  J  love  to- 
roam  about  from  port  to  port,  and  from  land  to  land  :  I 
c^uld  never  abir'e  to  be  port-bound,  as  we  caJI  it ;  now,  a 
man  that  is  marry'd,  has,  as  it  were,  d'ye  fee,  his  feet  in 
tie  bilboes,  and  mayhap  mayn't  get  'cm  out  again  when 
he  wou'd. 

Sir  Samp.  Ben's  a  wag. 

Ben.  A  man  that  is  rr-arry'd,  d'ye  fee,  is  no  more  like» 
another  man,  than  a  gaiiey-flave  is  like  one  of  us  lice 
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faifors  ;  he  is  chain'd  to  an  oar  all  his  life;  and  mayhap, 
forced  to  tug  a  leaky  vclTel  into  the  bargain. 

Sir  Samp.  A  very  wag,  Ben's  a  very  wag;  only  a  little 
rough,  he  want?  a  little  polifliing 

Mrs  Ft  a  1.  Not  at  all ;  1  like  his  huAiour  mightily,  *ti*' 
plain  and  honeft;  I  iliould  like  fuch  a  humour  in  a  huf- 
band  extremely. 

Ben.  Say'n  you  fo,  forfooth  ?  Marry,  and  T  fho«ld  like 
fuch  a  handfome  gentlewoman  for  a  bedfellow  hugely;  how 
fay  you,  Miftrefs,  would  you  like  going  to  fea  ?  Mefs, 
you're  a  tight  veflel,  and  well  rigg'd,  an  you  were  but  as 
well  mann'd. 

Mrs  Frail.  I  fhould  not  doubt  that,  if  you  were  mafter 
of  me. 

BL-H.  But  I'll  tell   you  one  thing,  an  you  come  to  Tea  in' 

a  high  wind,  or  that  lady you  mayn't  carry  To  much 

fail  o'  your  head Top  and  top-gallant,  by  the  Mefs. 

Mrs  Frail.    No,   why  fo  ? 

~B:-i.  Why,  an    you   do,    yon    may   run   the   rifk   to  be 
ovcrfet,  and  then  you'll  carry  your  keels  above  water,  he,^. 
he,  he.  - 

Ang.  I  fwear,  Mr  Benjamin  is  the  vericfl  wag  in  na 
ture  ;  an  abfolutc  fea-wit. 

Sir  Samp.  Nay,  Ben  has  parts,  but  as  I  told  you  before, 
they  want  a  little  polifliing  :  you  mult  not  take  any  thing 
ill,  Madam. 

Ben.  No,  I  hope  the  gentlewoman  IE  not  angry;  I  mean 
all  in  good  part;  for  if  I  give  a  jelt,  I'll  take  a  jeft  :  and 
fo,  forfooth,  you  may  be  as  free  with  me. 

A-ig.  I  thank  you,  Sir,   I  am  not  at  all  offended  ; 

But  methinks,  Sir  Sampfon,  you  fliould  leave  him  alone 
with  his  miftrefs.  Mr  Tattle,  we  nuift  not  hinder  lo 
vers. 

Tat.  Well,  Mifs,  I  hare  your  promife.       [/^/? -k  to  Mils. 

Sir  £i >np.  Body  o'me,  Madam,  you  fay   true: — 

Look  you,  Ben,  this  is  your  miftrefs Come,  Mifs, you 

Kuil  not  be  fhame-fac'd ;  we'll  leave  you  together. 
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MIfs.  I  can't  abide  to  be  left  alone,  mayn't  my  coufitt 
ftay  with  me  ? 

Sir  Samp.  No,  no-     Come,  let's  away. 

Ben.  Look  you,  father,  mayhap  the  young  woman, 
may  n't  take  a  liking  to  me 

Sir  Samp.  I  warrant  thee,  boy ;  come,  come,  we'll  be 
gone  j  I'll  venture  that. 

SCENE      VIF. 
B  E'N    and    Mifs    P  R  U  E. 

Sen.  Come,  Miftrefs,  will  you  pleafe  to  fit  down  ?  for 
an  you  ftand  a-ftern  a  that'n,  we  fhall  never  grapple  toge 
ther Come,  I'll  haul  a  chair  ;  there,  an  you  pleale  to 

fit,  I'll  fit  by  you. 

Mifs.  You  need  not  fit  fo  near  one ;  if  you  have  any 
thing  to  fay,  I  can  hear  you  further  off,  I  an't  deaf. 

Bin.  Why, .that's  true,  as  you  fay  ;  nor  an't  I  dumb  ;  I 

can  be  heard  as  far  as-another I'll  have  ofFto  pleafe 

you.  [Sr/j  further  off.}  An  we  were  a  league  afundtr,  I'd 
undertake  to  hold  difcourfe  with  you,  an  'twere  not  x 
main  high  wind  indeed,  and  full  in  my  teeth.  Look  you, 
fcrfuotii,  1  am,  as  it  were,  bound  for  the  land  of  matri 
mony  ;  \ia  a  voyage,  d'ye  fee,  that  was  none  of  my  feek- 
ing,  I  was  commanded  by  father,  and  if  you  like  of  it, 
mayhap  I  may  fteer  into  your  harbour.  How  fay  you,. 
Miitrefs  ?  The  fliort  of  the  thing  is,  that  if  you  like  me, 
and..  1  like  you,  we  may  chance  to  fwing  in  a  hammock  to 
gether.. 

Mifs.  I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to  you,  nor  I  don't  care 
to  fpeak  with  you  at  all. 

Ben.  No,  I'm  forry  for  that. But  pray,  why  are 

you  fo  fcornful  ? 

Mils.  As  long  as  one  mufl  not  fpeak  one's  mind,  one 
had  better  not  fpeak  at  all,  I  think,  and  truly  I  won't  tell 
a  lie  for  the  matter. 

£tn.  Nay,  you  fay  true  in  that,  'tis  but  a  folly  to  lie  ; 
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for  to  fpeak  one  thing,  and  to  think  juft  the  contrary 
way,  Is  as  it  were,  to  look  one  way  and  row  another. 
Now,  for  my  part,  d'ye  fee,  I'm  for  carrying  things  above 
board,  I'm  not  for  keeping  any  thing  under  hatches,  •'• 
fo  that  if  you  ben't  as  willing  as  I,  fay  fo  a  God's  name, 
there's  no  harm  done;  may-hap  you  may  be  fiiame-fac'd, 
fome  maidens  tho'f  they  Jove  a  man  well  enough,  yet  they 
don't  .care  to  tell'ja  fo  to"s  face  :  if  that's  the  cafe,  why 
filence  gives  confent. 

M:fs.  But  Pm  fure  it  is  notfo,  for  I'll  fpeak  fooner  than 
you  fliould  believe  that;  and  I'll  fpeak  truth,  though  one 
fliould  always  te-ll  a  lie  to  a  man  ;  and  1  don't  care,  let  my 
father  do  what  he  will;  I'm  too  big  to  be  whipt,  fo  I'll 
tell  you  plainly,  I  don't  like  you,  nor  love  you  at  all,  nor 
never  will,  that's  more  :  fo,  there's  your  anfwer  for  you; 
and  don't  trouble  me  no  more,  you  ugly  thing. 

Ben.  Look  you,  young  woman,  you  may  learn  to  give 
good  words  however.  J  fpoke  you  fair,  d'ye  fee,  and 

civil. As  for  your  love  or  your  liking,  I  don't  value 

it  of  a  rope's  end; and  may-hap  I  like  you  as  little 

as  you  do  me. What  I  laid  was  in  obedience  to 

father;  gad  I  fear  a  whipping  no  more  than  you  do.  But 
I  tell  you  one  thing,  if  you  fhou'd  give  fuch  language  at 
fea,  you'd  have  a  cat  o'  nine-tails  laid  crofs  your  ''boulders. 
Flefh  !  who  are  you  :  You  heard  t'other  handfcmc  young 
woman  fpeak  civilly  to  me,  of  her  own  accord  :  whatever 
you  think  of  yourfelf,  gad  I  don't  think  you  are  any  more 
to  compare  to  her,  than  a  can  of  fmail  beat  to  a  bowl  of 
punch. 

Mi/s.  Well,  and  there's  a  handfome  gentleman,  and  a 
fine  gentleman,  and  a  fweet  gentleman,  that  was  here,  that 
loves  me,  and  1  love  hirn^  and  if  he  lees  you  fpeak  to  me 
any  more,  he'll  thrafh  your  jacket  for  you,  he  will,  you 
great  fea-calf. 

Ben.  What,  do  you  mean  that  fair-weather  fpark  that 
was  here  juft  now  ?  Will  he  thrafh  my  jacket  ? — Let'n-^ 
let'n — But  and  he  comes  near  me,  may-hap  I  may  hafe 
£iv'a  a  fait  eel  for's  Aippcr,  for  all  that.  What  does  father 
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mean  to  leave  me  alone  as  foon  as  I  come  home,  with  fuck 
a  dirty  dowdy  : — Sea-calf!   I  an't  calf  enough  to  lick  your 

chalk'd  face,  you  chccfe-cuvd  you. Marry  thee'.    Oons, 

I'll  marry  a  Lapland  witch  as  foon,  and  live  upon  fcllin-g 
contrary  winds,  and  wreck'd  vefltls. 

A/;/i.  I  won't  be  call'd  names,  nor  I  won't  be  abus'd 
thus,  fo  I  won't. — If  I  were  a  man — [cries. ~] — you  durft  not 
talk  at  this  rate No,  you  durft  not,  .you  {linking  tar- 
barrel. 


SCENE        Vlir. 
[n  //;«»»]    Mrs    FORESIGHT    and    Mis    FRAIL. 

Mrs  Fore.  They  have  quarrel'd  jufr.  as  we  cou'd  vifh. 

Ben.  Tar-barrel  ?  Let  your  iweet-ht-art  there  call  me 
ib,  if  he'll  take  your  part,  your  Tom  K.flence,  and  I'll  fay 
feme-thing  to  him;  gad  I'll  lace  his  mufk  doublet  for  him-, 
I'll  make  himftink;  he  fhall  fmell  more  like  a  weafel  thaft 
a  civet  cat.  afore  I  ha'  done  with  'en. 

Mre  Fore.  tJlefs  me,  what's  the  matter?  Mifs  ?  What 

does  (he  cry  ' Mr  Benjamin,  what  have  you  done  to 

her? 

Ben.  Let  her  cry:  the  more  flie'cries,  the  lefs  fhe'Il 

fhe  hab  been  gathering  foul  weather  in  her  mouth,  and 
now  it  rains  out  at  her  eyes. 

Mrs  Fw  \  Come,  Mifs,  come  along  with  me,  and  tell  me, 
poor  child. 

Mrs  ~ru\l.  Lord,  what  fhall  we  do  ?  there's  my  brother 

Fore  light,   and  Sir  Sampfon   coming.     Siller,  do  you  take 

IVSii     clown  Into  the  parlour,    and  I'll  carry  Mr  Benjamin 

•••  chamber,   for  they  muft  not  know  that   they  arc 

fall'n  out. Come,  Sir,  will  you  venture  yourfelf  with 

me:  fLockii^  kinah  /«  bun. 

Ben.  Venture,  Mefs,  and  that  I  will,  tho'  'twere  to  fea 

in  a  itorm. 

s 
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5     C    E     N    E       IX. 
Sir    SAMPSON    and    FORESIGHT. 

fir  Samp.  I  left  'em  together  here  ;  what,  are  tiiey 
gone  ?  Ben's  a  brifk  boy ;  he  has  got  her  into  a  corner, 
father's  ovrn  Ton,  faith,  he'll  touzle  her,  and  mouzle  her ; 
the  rogue's  lharp  fet,  coming  from  lea;  if  he  fhould  not 
Hay  for  faying  grace,  old  Forefight,  but  fall  to  without 
the  help  of  a  parfon,  ha  :  Odd,  if  he  fbou'd,  I  cou'd  not 
be  angry  -with  him  ;  'twou'd  lie  but  like  me,  A  chip  of 
the  old  black.  Ha  !  thou'rt  melancholic,  old  progaofHcation  ; 
as  melancholic  as  if  thou  hadft  fpilt  the  fait,  or  par'd  thy 

nails  on  a  Sunday. Come,  cheer  up,  look  about 

thee  :  look  up,  old  ftar  gazer.  Now  is  he  poring  upon 
the  ground  for  a  crooked  pin,  or  an  old  horfe-uail,  with 
the  head  towards  him. 

Fore.  Sir  Sampfon,  we'-ll  have  the  wedding  to-morrow 
morning. 

Sir  Samp.  With  all  my  heart. 

FJ'C.  At  ten  o'clock,  punctually  at  ten. 

Sir  Samp.  To  a  minute,  to  a  fecond  ;  thou  {halt  fet  thy 
-watch,  and  the  bridegroom  fhall  obferve  its  motions  ;  they 
fhall  be  married  to  a  minute  ;  go  to  bed  to  a  minute  ;  and 
«'hen  the  alarm  (hikes,  they  fliall  keep  time  like  the 
figures  of  St  Dunftan's  clock,  and  coajummalum  ejl  fliall  ring 
all  over  the  parifh. 


S     C    Z     N     E        X. 
ITo  them']    SCANDAL. 

Sran.  Sir  Sampfon,  fad  news. 
F^re.  Blefs  us  ! 

Sir  Sawf>.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Scan.  Can't  you  guefs  at  whit  ought  to  afflict  you  and 
him,  and  all  of  us,  more  than  any  thing  elfe  ? 
VOL.  I.  Y 
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Sir  Samp.  Body  o'me,  I  don't  know  any  univerfal  griev 
ance,  but  a  new  t^x,  or  the  lofs  of  the  Canary  fleet.  Un- 
lefs  popery  fhou'd  be  landed  in  the  Weft,  or  the  French 
fleet  were  at  an  anchor  at  Blackwall. 

Scan.  NTo.     Undoubtedly   Mr   Forefight   knew   all   this, 
aad  might  have  prevented  it. 
'Fore.-'Tis  no  earthquake  ! 

Scan.  No,  not  yet;  nor  whirlwind.  But  we  don't  know 
-what  it  may  come  to. — > — But  it  .has  had  a  conftquence 
already  that  touches  us  all. 

Sir  Samp.  Why,  body  o'me,  out  with't. 

Scan.  •  Something   has  appear'd  to   your   fon   Valentine 

• He's  gone  to  bed  upon't,   and  very  ill He  fpeaks 

little,  yet  tie  fays  he  has  a  world  to  fay.  Afks  for  his  fa 
ther  and  the  wife  Forefight ;  talks  of  Raymond  I-ulIy, 
and  the  ghofl  of  Lilly.  He  has  fecrets  to  impart  I  fup- 
pofe  to  you  two.  I  can  get. nothing  out  of  him  but  fighs. 
He  defires  he  may  fee  you  in  the  morning,  but  would  not 
be  difturb'd  to-night,  •beeaufe  he  has  fome  bufmefs  to  dp 
in  a  dream. 

Sir  Samp.    Hoity   toity,    what   have    I   to   do   with    his 

dreams  or  his  divinations Body  o'me,  this  is  a  trick  to 

defer  figning  the  conveyance.  I  warrant,  the  devil  will 
tell  him  in  a  dream,  that  he  muft  not  part  with  his  eftate : 
but  I'll  bring  him  a  parfon,  to  tell  him  that  the  devil's  a 
liar — Or,  if  that  won't  do,  I'll  bring  a  lawyer  that  fhall 
out-lie  the  devil.  And  fo  I'll  try  whether  my  black-guard 
•r  his  fhall  get  the  better  of  the  day. 

SCENE       XI. 
SCAN-DAL,    FORESIGHT. 

Scan.  Alas,  Mr  Forefight,  I'm  afraid  all  is  not  rfght 
F— You  are  a  wife  man,  and  a  confcientious  man;  a  fi:arc,h- 
er  into  obfcurity  and  futurity  ;  and  if  you  commit  an  er- 
4or,  it  is  with  a  great  deal  of  confederation  and  difcretioD, 
aad  caution. 
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Fore.  Ah,  good  Mr  Scandal  - 

Siaa.  Nay,  nay,  'tis  manifeft  ;  I  do  not  flatter  you  -  • 
But  Sir  Satnpfon  is  hafty,  very  hafty  ;  —  I'm  afraid  he  is 
not  fcrupulous  enough,  Mr  Forefight  —  He  has  been  wicked, 
and  Heav'n  grant  he  may  mean  well  in  his  affair  with  you 
—  But  my  mind  gives  me,  thefe  things  cannot  be  wholly 
infignificant.  You  are  wife,  and  fliou'd  not  be  over-reach'd, 
methinks  you  fhou'd  not  - 

Fore.  Alas,  Mr  Scandal,  —  HumaKitm  eft  errare. 

Scan.  You  fay  true,  man  will  err  ;  mere  man  will  err—  «• 
but  you  are  ibmcthing  more  —  There  has  been  wife  men  ; 
but  they  were  fuch  as  you  —  men  who  confulted  the  ftars, 
and  were  obi'ervers  of  omens  —  Solomon  was  wife,  but 
how  ?  —  by  h»s  judgment  m  aflrology  —  'So-  fays  Pineda  ia 
his  third  bock  and  eighth  chapter  — 

Fort,  You  are  learned,  Mr  Scandal      ' 

Sran.-A  trifler  -  but  a  lover  of  art  --  And  the  wife 
men  of  the  Eaft  owed  their  inftruction  to  a  ftar,  which  is 
rightly  obferv'd  by  Gregory  the  Great  in  favour  of  aftrolc^- 
gy  !  And  Albertus  Magnus  makes  it  the  mod  valuable 
fcience.  Becaufe,  (fays  lit)  it  teaches  us  to  confider  the 
caufation  of  caufcs,  in  the  caufes  of  things. 

Fore.  I  proteft  I  honour  you,  Mr  Scandal  --  1  did  not' 
think  you  had  been  read  in  thefe  matters  --  Few  young 
men  are  inclin'd  - 

Siati.  1  thank  my  ftars  that  have  inclined  me—  ^  —  Rat  I 
fear  this  marriage,  and  making  over  this  eftate,  this  tranl- 
ferring  of  a  rightful  inheritance,  will  bring  judgments  up 
on  us.  Lpropbefy.it,  and  I  wou'd  not  have  the  fate  of 
CafTandra,  not  to  be  believ'd.  Valentine  is  difturb'd, 
ivkat  can  be  the  caufe  of  that.?  and  Sir  Sampfon  is  hur 
ried  on  by  an  unufual  violence  -  1  fear  he  does  not  ad: 
\vholiy  from  himfelf  ;  methinks  he  does  not  look  as  he 
ufed  to  do 

Fore.  He  was  a!  '/ays  of  an  impetuous  nature  —  But  as 
to  this  marriage,  I  have  consulted  the  ftars,  and  all  ap»- 
pearances  are  profpcrous  - 

Stan.  Come,  come,  Mr  Forenght,  let  not  the.  pro- 
Y* 
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fpcA  of  worldly  lucre  carry  you  beyond  your  judgment, 
nor  againft  your  confcience  -  Ycu  are  not  fatisfied  that 
you  a<St  juftly. 

Fore.  How  ? 

Scan  You  are  not  fatisficd,  I  fay.—  -I  am  loth  to  dif- 
courage  you  —  But  it  is  palpable  that  you  are  not  fatisficd. 

Fore.  How  does  it  appear,  Mr  scandal  ?  I  think  1  am 
Tery  well  iatisficd. 

Scan.  Either  you  fufici  yourfelf  to  deceive  yourftlf;  or 
you  do  not  know  yourfelf. 

Fore.  Pray  explain  yourfelf. 

Scat:.  Do  yon  fleep  well  o  'nights  .' 

Fore.  Very  well. 

Scan.  Are  \  ou  certain  ?  You  do  not  look  fo. 

Fere.  I  am  in  health,  I  think- 

SCTH.  So  was  Valentine  this  morning;  and  look'd  juft  fij* 

Fare.  How!   am  I  alter'd  any  way?   I  don't  perceive  it. 

Scan.  That  may  be,  but  your  beard  is  longer  than  it 
was  two  hours  ago. 

Fort.  Indeed  !  blefs  me  ! 


SCENE      XI  L 
[To  them'}    Mrs    FORESIGHT. 

Mrs  Fore.  Hufband,  will  you  go  to  bed  ?  'Tis  ten  £* 
clock.  Mr  Scandal,  your  fcrvant. 

Scat..  Pox  on  her,  flie  has  interrupted  my  defign  -  >• 
Imt  I  mnft  work  her  into  the  projecSt.  You  keep  early 
hours,  Madarn. 

Mrs  Fort.'  Mr  Forcfight  is  punctual,  we  fit  up  aftet 
him. 

Fore.  My  dear,  pray  lend  me  your  glafs,  your  little- 
lookiog-glafs. 

Scan.  Pray,  lend  it  him,  Madam  -  I'll  tell  you  the 
reafon.  [S,':e  gives  him  the  gkfi:  Scandal  and  fie  wtijftr.\ 
My  paffion  for  you  is  grown  fo  violent  -  that  I  am  no 
longer  matter  of  myfclf  -  1  was  interrupted  in  t 
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ing,  when  you  had  charity  enough  to  give  me  your  atten 
tion,  and  1  had  hopes  of  finding  another  opportunity  of  ex 
plaining  myfclf  to  you — but  was  difappointed  all  this  day; 
and  the  uneafmefs  that  has  attended  me  ever  fince,  brings 
me  now  hither  at  tSis  unieafonable  hour. 

Mr's  fore.  Was  there  ever  fuch  impudence,  to  make 
love  to  me  before  my  hufband's  face!  I'll  fwear  I'll  tell 
him 

Scan.  Do,   I'll  die  a  martyr,  rather  than  difclaim  my 

palliou.     But  come  a  little  farther  this  way,  and  I'll  teil 

you  what  projedT  I  had  to  get  him  out  of  the  way.  that  I- 

might  have  au  opportunity  of  waiting  upon  you.  [lybifper. 

[Forefight  locking  in  the  g!afe. 

Fort.  I  do  not  fee  any  revolution  here; — methinks  I 
look  with  a  ferene  and  benign  afpect — pale,  a  little  pale — 
but  the  roles  of  thefe  cheeks  have  been  gather'd  many 
years  ; — ha  '  1  do  not  like  that  fudden  fluihing— — Gone 
already  ! — hem,  hem,  hem  !  faiatilh.  My  heart  is  pretty 
good ;  yet  it  beats  ;  and  my  pulfes,  ha  ! — I  have  none — • 
Mercy  on  me — horn — Yes,  here  they  are— Gallop,  gallop, 
gallop,  gallop,  gallop,  ga-Llop,  hey  !  whither  will  they  hurry 
me  ?-— Now  they're  gone  again  —  And  now  I'm  faint  again.; 
and  pale  again,  and  hem  !  and  my,  hem  ! — breath,  hem! — 
grows  iliort ;  hem  !  hem !  he,  he,  hem  ! 

Scan.  It  takes,  purfue  it  in  the  name  of  love  and 
pleafure. 

Mrs  Fzre.  How  do  you  do,  Mr  Forefight  ? 
Fare.  Hum,  not  fo  well  as  I  thought  1  was.     Lend  me 
your  hand. 

Scan.  Look  you  there  now— -Your  Lady  fays,  your  deep 
has  been  unquiet  of  late. 
Fore-  Very  likely. 
Mrs  Fore.  O  mighty  reftlefs,  but    I   was  afraid  to   tell 

him  fo, He  has  been  fubjecr  to  talking  and  ftartitag. 

Scjn.   Aad  did  not  life  to  be  fo  ? 

Mrs  F'--e.  Never,  never  ;  "till  within  thefe  three  nights ; 
I  cannot  fay  that  he  has  once  broken  my  reft  fince  we 
have  been  married. 

y  3 
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Fi,re.  I  will  go  to  bed. 

Scan.  Do  fo,  Mr  Fore  fight,  and  fay  your  prayers — He 
looks  better  than  he  did. 

Mrs  Frrt.  Nurfe,  nurfe  ! 

Fore.  Do  you  think  fo,  Mr  Scandal  ? 

S:  :n.  Yes,  yes,  I  hope  this  will  be  gone  by  morninj, 
taking  it  in  time. 

Fore .  I  hope  fo. 


SCENE      XIII. 
ITo  them]    NURSE. 

Mrs  Fore.  Nurfe,  your  matter  is  not  well ;  put  him  to 
bed. 

Scan  I  hope  yon  will  be  able  to  fee  Valentine  ;n  the 
morning,-- -you  had  bcft  take  a  little  diacodion  and  cow- 
flip-water,  and  ly  upon  your  back,  may  be  you  may 
dream. 

Fore.  I  thank  you,  Mr  Scandal,  I  will Nurfe,  let 

me  have  a  watch-light,  and  lay  the  crums  if  comfort  bj 
me 

Nurfe.  Yes,  Sir. 

Fore.  And hem,  hem  !  I  am  Tcry  faint. 

Scan.  No,  no,  you  look  much  better. 

Fore.  Do  I  ?  And,  d'ye  hear—bring  me,  let  me  fee 
within  a  quarter  of  twelve — hem — he,   hem  ! jufl  up 
on  the  turning  of  the  tide,    bring  me  the  urinal : — And  I 
hope,  neither  the  lord  of  my  afceudant,  nor  the  moon  will 
be  combuft ;  and  then  I  may  do  well. 

Scan.  I  hope  fo ?  cave  that  to  me  ;  I  will  erect  a 

fcheme  ;  and  I  hope  I  fhall  find  both  Sol  and  Venus  in 
the  fixth  houfe. 

Fire,  i  thank  you,  Mr  Scandal ;  indeed  that  would  be 
a  great  comfort  to  me.  Hem,  hem  !  good  night. 
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SCENE       XIV. 
SCANDAL,     Mrs    FORESIGHT. 

Scan,  Good  night,  good  Mr  Forcfight; — and  I  hope 
Mars  and  Venus  will  be  in  conjunction, — while  your  wife 
aud  I  are  together. 

Mrs  FJTC.  Well,  and  what  ufe  do  you  hope  to  make  of 
this  project  ?  You  don't  think  that  you  are  ever  like  to 
fucceed  in  your  defign  upon  me  ? 

Scan.  Yes,  faith,  1  do;  I  have  a  better  opinion  both  of 
you  and  myfelf,  than  to-defpair. 

Mrs  Fore.  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a  toad  ? — harkye,  de 
vil  ;  do  you  think  any  woman  houcft  ? 

Sian.  Yes,  feveral  very  honeft; — they'll  cheat  a  little  at 
cards,  fometimes,  but  that's  nothing. 

Mrs  Fore.  P'(ha\v  !  but  virtuous  I  mean. 

Scan.  Yes,  faith,  I  believe  fome  women  are  virtuous 
too;  but  'tis  as  I  believe  fome  men  are  valiant,  through 

fea"r For  why  fhould  a  man  court  danger,  or  a  woman 

fliun  pleafure  ? 

Mrs  F*re.  O  monftrous  !  what  are  confcience  and  ho 
•our  ? 

Scan.  Why,  honour  is  a  public  enemy  ;  and  confcience 
a  domeftic  thief;  and  he  that  would  fecure  his  plcafure, 
muft  pay  a  tribute  fo  one,  and  go  halves  with  t'other.  As 
for  honour,  that  you  have  iccur'd;  for  you  have  purchas'd 
a  perpetual  opportunitj  for  plenfure. 

Mrs  Fore.  An  opportunity  for  pleafure  ! 

Scan.  Ay,  your  hufband;  a  hufband  is  an  opportunity 
for  pleafure ;  fo  you  have  taken  care  of  honour,  and  'tis 
the  leaft  1  can  do  to  take  care  of  confcience. 

Mrs  Fore.  And  fo  you  think  we  are  free  for  one  an 
other  ? 

Scan.  Yes,  faith,  I  think  fo;  I  love  to  fpeak  my  mind. 
Mrs  Fore.    Why,    then    I'll    fpealc    my   mind.       Now', 
as  to  this  affair  between  you  and  me.     Here   you  make 
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love  to  me;  why,  I'll  confcfs  ic  does  not  difplcafe  me. 
\our  perfon  is  well  enough,  and  your  underftanding  is 
not  amifs. 

Scan.  I  have  no  great  opinion  of  myfelf ;  but  I  think  I'm 
neither  dcibrm'd  nor  a  fool. 

Mrs  F  re.  But  you  have  a  villainous  character;  you- arc 
a  libertine  in  fpecch  as  well  as  practice. 

SCJH-  Come,  I  know  what  yf>u  would  fay, you  think 

it  more  dangerous  to  be  feen  in  converfation  with  me, 
than  to  allow  fome  other  men  the  laft  favour  ;  you  mi  (take, 
the  liberty  I  take  in  talking  is  purely  aiTccicd,  for  the 
fervice  of  your  fex.  He  that  firft  cries  out,  Stop  thief,  is 
often  he  that  has  flol'ii  the  treafure.  I  am  a  juggler,  that 
act  by  confederacy;  and  if  you  pleafe,  we'll  put  a  trick 
upon  the  world. 

Mrs   Pure.  Ay  ;   but  you  are  fuch  an  univerfal  juggler, 
—that  I'm  afraid  you  have  a  great  many  confederates. 

Scan.  Faith,  I'm  found- 
Mrs  Fort.  O,  fy I'll  fwear  you're  impudent. 

Stan.  I'll  fwear  you're  handfome. 

Mrs  Fore.  Pifli,  you'd  tell  me  fo,  though  you  did  not 
think  fo. 

Scan.  And  you'd  think  fo,  though  I  fhould  not  tell  you 
fo. — And  now  1  think  we  know  one  another  pretty  well. 

Mrs  F<*re.  O  Lord,  who's  there  ? 

SCENE       XV. 
[To  them']      Mrs    FRAIL    and    BEN. 

Ben.  Mefs,  I  love  to  fpeak  my  mind Father  has 

nothing  to  do  with  me — Nay,  I  ca.i't  fay  that  neither  ;  he 
has  fomething  to  do  with  me.  But  what  does  that  fignify  ? 
if  fo  be,  that  I  ben't  minded  to  be  fteer'd  by  him ;  'tis  as 
tho'f  he  fhould  drive  againlt  wind  and  tide 

Mrs  Fra  I.  Ay,  but,  my  dear,  we  mud  keep  it  fecret,  'till 
the  eftate  be  fettled;  for  you  know  marrying  without  an 
cllate,  ib  like  Tailing  in  a  fliip  without  ballaft. 
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T>cn.  He,  he,  he;  why,  that's  true;  jufl  fo  for  all  the 
•world  it  is  indeed,  as  like  as  two  cable-ropes. 

Mrs  Frail.  And  though  I  have  a  good  portion,  you  know 
•lie  would  not  venture  all  in  one  bottom. 

Ben.  Why,  that's  true  again  ;  for  mayhap  one  bottom 
may  fpring  a  leak.  You  have  hit  it  indeed,  Mefs,  you've 
nkk'd  the  channel. 

Mrs  Frail.  Well,  but  if  you  fhould  forfake  me  after  all, 
you'd  break  my  heart. 

Ben.  Break  your  heart !  I'd  rather  the  Marygold  fliou'd 
break  her  cable  in  a  (term,  as  well  as  I  love  her.  Flefli, 
you  don't  think  I'm  falfe-hearted  like  a  landman.  A  Tailor 
will  be  boned,  tho'f  mayhap  he  has  never  a  penny  of  mo 
ney  in  his  pocket  -  -Mayhap  I  may  not  have  Ib  fair  a 
face  a?  a  citizen  or  a  courtier;  but  for  all  that,  I've  as  good 
blood  in  my  veins,  and  a  heart  as  found  as  a  bilkct. 

Mrs  Frafl.  And  will  you  love  me  always  ? 

Ben.  Nay,  an  I  love  once,  I'll  (lick  like  pitch ;  I'll  tell 
you  that.  Come,  I'll  (ing  you  a  fon'g  of  a  failor. 

Mrs  Frail.  Hokl,  there's  my  fitter;  I'll  call  her  to  hear  it. 

Mrs  Fore.  Well,  I  won't  go  to  bed  to  my  hufband  to 
night  ;  becaufe  I'll  retire  to  my  own  chamber,  and  thiii'f 
of  what  you  have  /"aid. 

Scan.  Well  ;  you'll  give  me  leave  to  wait  upon  you  to 
your  chamber-door,  and  leave  you  my  laft  inftru<flions  ? 

Mrs  Fiire.   Hold,  here's  my  filler  coming  towards  us. 

Mrs  Frail.  If  it  won't  interrupt  you,  I'll  entertain  you 
•with  a  fong. 

Ben.  Ti\e  fong  was  made  upon  one  of  our  fhip's-crew'» 
wife;  our  boatfwain  made  the  fong;  mayhap  you  may 
know  her,  Sir.  Before  flic  marry 'd,  flie  was  eall'd  buxom 
Joan  of  Deptfoid. 

&aa.  I  have  heard  of  her.  [Ben.y?»£J» 
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BALLAD. 


I. 

A  fcIMer  and  a  failor, 

A  tinker  and  a  tailor, 

Had  once  a  doubtful  jlrife,   Sir, 

To  m.ikc  a  maid  a  -wife,   Sir, 

W'oofe  name  UT.S  buxom  Joan. 
F'lr  i/oiv  the  time  viai  ended, 
Wler.  Jl.'e  120  more  intended, 
To  li  k  her  lips  at  men,  Sir, 
And  %naiv  the  foecti  in  iwi»,  Sir, 

Add  ly  o'  n' 


II. 

Tie  fildicr  fwore  like  thunder, 
He  hv'd  her  m-.re  than  plunder  ; 
And  foew'd  her  many  a  fear,  S:rt 
•-That  -be  had  brought  from  far,  Sir, 

With  fighting  for  her  Jake. 
The  toiler  thought  -to  fleafe  her, 
With  of  ring  her  bis  meafure. 
TL  tinker  too  -with  mettle, 
Said  be  auld  mend  her  kettle,, 

And  ft  of  up  ev'ry  leak* 

III. 

Sut  while  t'refe  three  -were  prating, 
Tiii  failori  Jltly  wailing, 
Thought  if  it  came  about,  Sir, 
That  tbty  foculd  all  fall  out,  Sir, 
tic  then  might  flaj  bis  fart. 
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.An/I  juft  e'en  as  be  meant,  Sir, 
Tc  loggerheads  they  went,  -Sir, 
And  then  be  let  fit  at  her 
A  flat  't-wixt  -wind  and  -water, 
That  -won  this  fair  maid's  heart* 

Ben.  If  fome  of  our  crew  that  came  to  fee  me,  are  not 
gone,  you  fliall  fee  that  we  Tailors  can  dance lometimes,  a* 
•well  as  other  -folks.  [H'biftles.]  I  warrant  that  brings  'em, 
an  they  be  within  hearing. 

.Enter    SEAMEN. 

Oh  here  they  be>-~air'd   fidjdles  .along  with 'em;   come,  my 

Jads,  let's  have  a  rouod,  and  I'll  make  one.  [Dance, 

Ben.    We're   merry  folks,  we   failors,  we  han't  much  to 

care  for.    Thus    we    live  at  fea;    eat   biiket,    and   drink 

flip;   put  on  a  clean  fliirt   once  a   quarter come   home 

.and  ly  with  our  landladies  once  a  year,  get  rid  of  a  little 
money;  and  then  put  off  with  the  next  fair  wind.  How 
d'ye  like  us  ? 

Mrs  Frail.  O   you   are  the  happieft,   merrieft  men  alive. 
Mrs  f\re.  We're  be.holden  to  Mr  Benjamin  for  this    en 
tertainment.    I  believe  'tis  late. 

Btn.  Why,  forfooth,  an  you  think  fo,  you  had  beft  go 
to  bed.  For  my  part,  I  mean  to  tofs  a  can,  and  remember 
my  fweet-heart,  afore  I  turn  in ;  may-hap  I  may  dream 
of  her. 

Mrs. Fore.  Mr  Scandal,  you  had  beft  go  to  bed  and 
,  dream  too. 

Scan.  Why  faith,  1  have  a  good  lively  imagination  ; 
.and  can  dream  as  much  to  the  purpofe  as  another,  if  I  fct 
about  it ;  but  dreaming  is. the  poor  retreat  of  a  lazy,  hope- 
:lefs,  and  imperfect  lover;  'tis  the  laft  glimpfe  Of  love  to 
worn-out  finners,  and  the  faint  dawning  of  a  bills  to  wifli- 
ing  girls,  and  ^rjwing  boys. 
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There's  nought  hut  willing,  waking  love,  that  cam 
Make  bled  the  ripen 'd  maid  and  finifli'd  man. 


A  C  T    IV.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Valentine's  Lodging, 
S  C  A  N  D  A  L,  and  ]  E  R  E  M  Y. 

SCANDAL. 

fELL,  if  your  maftcr  ready  ?  does  he  look  madly, 
and  talk  madly  ? 

Jtre.  Yes,  Sir  ;  you  need  make  no  great  doubt  of  that; 
he  that  was  fo  near  turning  poet  yefterday  morning,  can't 
be  much  to  fcek  in  playing  the  madman  to-day. 

Scan.  Would  he  have  Angelica  acquainted  with  the  rea- 
fon  of  his  defign  ! 

Ji'r.  No,  Sir,  not  yet ; he  has  a  mind  to  try, 

•whether  his  playing  the  madman  won't  make  her  p!ay 
the  fool,  and  fall  in  love  with  him;  or  at  Itafl  own,  that 
{he  has  lov'd  him  all  this  while  and  conccal'd  it. 

SC.IK.  I  faw  her  take  coach  ju ft  now  with  her  mafd; 
and  think  I  heard  her  bid  the  coachman  drive  hither. 

Jer.  Like  enough,  Sir,  for  I  told  her  maid  this  morning 
my  mafler  was  rim  ftark  mad  only  for  love  of  her  miftrefs. 
]  hear  a  coach  Hop ;  if  it  fliould  be  fhe,  Sir,  I  believe  he 
would  not  fee  her,  "till  he  hears  how  fhe  takes  it. 

Scan.  Well,  I'll  try  her 'tis  fhe,  here  fhc  comes. 

SCENE       IT. 

ITo  them]  ANGELICA,  ivith   J  E  N  N  Y; 

Aug.  Mr.  Scandal,  I  fuppofe  you  don't  think  it  a  no 
velty,  to  fee  a  woman  vifit  a  man  at  his  own  lodgings  in  a 
morning  ? 

Scan.  Not  upon  a   kind  occafion,  Madam.    But  whem 
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a  lady  comes  tyrannically  to  infult  a  vuin'd  lover,  and  make 
manifettthe  cruel  triumphs  of  her  beauty;  the  barbarity  of 
it  fomething  furprifes  me. 

dng.  I  don't  like  raillery  from  a  ferious  face Pray 

tell  me  what's  the  matter? 

Jtr.  No  (hange  matter,  Madam,  my  matter's  mad,  that's 
all :  F  fuppofc  your  Ladylhip  has  thought  him  fo  a  great 
while. 

dng.  How  d'ye  mean,  mad  ? 

Jer.  Why,  faith,  Madam,  he's  mad  for  want  of  his  wits, 
juft  as  he  was  poor  for  want  of  money;  his  head  is  e'en 
as  light  as  his  pocket;  and  any  body  that  has  a  mind 
to  a  bad  bargain,  can't  do  better  than  to  beg  him  for  his 
trtate. 

slirg.  If  you  fpeak  truth,  your  endeavouring  at  wit  is 
'very  unieafonable. 

Scan,  She's  concern'd,  aud  loves  him.  [AJlde* 

Arg.  Mr  Scandal,  you  can't  think  me  guilty  of  fo  much 
inhumanity,  as  not  to  be  concern'd  for  a  man  i  muft  own 
myfelf  obiig'd  to — pray  tell  me  truth. 

Scan.  Faith,  Madam,  I  willi  telling  a  lie  would  mend 
the  matter.  But  this  is  no  new  effect  of  an  unfuccefsful 
paifion. 

.4>'.f.  afide.]    I  know  not  what   to  think—" Yet   I 

fhou'd  be  vex'd  to  have  a  trick  put  upon  me May  I 

Hot  fee  him  ?-    ' 

Sca».  I'm  afraid  the  phyfician  is  not  willing  you  fliou'd 
fet  him  yet Jeremy,  go  in  and  enquire. 

SCENE       HI. 
SCANDAL.    ANGELICA,    J  E  N  X  ?. 

Arg.  Ha!  I  faw  him  wink  and  fmile 1  fancy  'tis  a 

trick — I'll  try 1  would  diiguife  to  all  the  world  a  fail.. 

ing,  which  I  muft  own  to  you— — I  fear  my  happinefs  de 
pends  upon  the  recovery,  of  Valentine.  Therefore  I  con- 
jare  you,  as  you  are  his  friend,  and  as  you  have  compaffioa 

VOL.  I.  2 
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upon  one  fearful  of  affliction,  to  tell  me  what  I  am  to 

hope  for 1  cannot  fpeak But  you  may  tell  me, 

for  you  know  what  I  would  afk. 

Scan.  So,  this  is  pretty  plain Be  not  too  much  con 
cerned,  Madam,  I  hope  his  condition  is  not  defperate :  an 
acknowledgment  of  love  from  you,  perhaps,  may  work  a 
cure ;  as  the  fear  of  your  averfion  occafion'd  his  difhm- 
per. 

Ana.  afide  ]  Say  you  fo  ?  nay,  then  I'm  convinc'd :  and 
if  I  don't  play  trick  for  trick,  may  1  never  tafle  the  plea- 

fure  of  revenge Acknowledgement  of  love!  I  find  yon 

have  miltaken  my  compaffion,  and  think  me  guilty  of  a 
veaknefs  I'm  a  ftranger  to.  But  I  have  too  much  fincerity 
to  deceive  you,  and  too  much  charity  to  fufler  him  to  be 
deluded  with  vain  hopes.  Good  nature  and  humanity 
oblige  me  to  be  concern'd  for  him;  but  to  love  is  neither 
in  my  power  nor  inclination;  and  if  he  can't  be  cur'd 
\vithout  I  fuck  the  poifon  from  his  wounds,  I'm  afraid  he 
won't  recover  his  fcnfes  'till  I  lofe  mine. 

Scan.  Hey,  brave  woman,  i'faith Won't  you  fee 

him  then,  if  he  dcfire  it  ? 

A>g.  What  fignify  a  madman's  defires '.  Btfides,  'twou'd 
make  me  uneafy — If  I  don't  fee  him,  perhaps  my  concern 
for  him  may  Icflen — If  1  forget  him,  'tis  no  more  than  he 
Las  done  by  himfelf ;  and  now  the  furpiife  is  over,  me- 
thinks  I  an  not  half  fo  forry  as  I  was. 

Scan.  So,  faith,  good -nature  works  apace  ;  you  were  con- 
fefling  an  obligation  to  his  love. 

Ang.  But  I  have  confider'd  that  paflions  are  unreafon- 
able  and  involuntary;  if  he  loves,  he  can't  help  it;  and  if 
I  don't  love,  I  can't  help  it;  no  more  than  he  can  help  his 
being  a  man,  or  I  my  being  a  woman ;  or  no  more  than  I 

can  help  my  want  of  inclination  to  (lay  longer  here • 

Come,  Jenny. 
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SCENE       IV. 
SCANDAL,    JEHEMY. 

Scan.  Humph! — An  admirable  competition,  faith,  this 
fame  womankind  ! 

Jtr.  What,  is  flie  gone,  Sir  ? 

Scan.  Gone.?  why  flie, was  never  here;  nor  any  where 
clfe;  nor  I  don't  know  her  if  I  fee  her;  nor  you  neither. 

Jer.  Good  lack!  what's  the  matter  now  :  Are  any  more 
of  us  to  be  mad  ?  why,  Sir,  my  matter  longs  to  lee  her; 
and  is  almoft  mad  in  good  earned,  with  the  joyiul  news  of 
her  being  here. 

Scan.  We  are  all  under  a  miftake Aflc  no  queftions, 

for  I  cau't  refolvc  you;  but  I'll  inform  your  matter.  la 
the  mean  time,  if  our  projecft  fucceed  no  better  with  his 
father,  than  it  does  with  his  miftrefs,  he  may  deicendfrom 
his  exaltation  of  madm-fs  into  the  road  of  common  lenfe, 
and  be  content  only  to  be  made  a  fool  with  other  icafon- 
able  people.  I  hear  Sir  iatnplou.  You  know  your  cue; 
I'll  to  your  matter. 

SCENE      V. 

JEREMY,    Sir    SAMPSON    LEGEND,    -with  t 
L  A  W  Y  E  H. 

Sir  Samp.  D'ye  fee,  Mr  Buckarm,  here's  the  paper  iign'd 
with  his  own  hand. 

Buck.  Good,  Sir.  And  the  conveyance  is  ready  drawn 
in  this  box,  if  he  be  ready  to  fign  and  leal. 

Sir  Sump.  Ready,  body  o'mc,  he  mutt  be  ready:  his 
fhain-fickuefs  ihau't  excufe  him — 0,  here's  his  fcou&drel  ; 
Sirrah,  where's  your  mafter  I 

Jcr.  Ah,  Sir,  he's  quite  gone. 

Sir  Samp,  Gone!   What,  he  is  not  dead? 

Jer.  No,  Sir,  not  dead. 

Z  > 
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Sir  Samp.  What,  is  he  gone  out  of  town,  run  away,  ha! 
La?  he  trick  d  me  ?  fpeak,  varlet. 

Jtr.  No,  no,  Sir,  he's  fafe  enough,  Sir,  an  he  were  but 
as  found,  poor  gentleman.  He  is  indeed  here,  Sir,  and 
jiot  here,  Sir. 

Sir  Samp.  Hey-day,  rafcal,   do  you  banter  me?  Sirrah, 

d'ye  banter  me: Speak,  Sirrah,  where  is  he,  for  1  will 

find  him. 

Jer.  Would  you  could,  >ir;  for  he  has  loft  himfelf.  In 
deed,  Sir,  i  have  almoft  broke  my  heart  about  him — ; • 

1  can't  refrain  tears  when  1  thhik  of  him,  Sir :  I'm  as  me 
lancholy  for  him  as  a  paffing-bell,  Sir;  or  a  horfe  in  a 
pond. 

Sir  Samp.  A  pox  confound  your  fimilitudes,  Sir. . 

Speak  to  be  underfiood,  and  tell  me  in  plain  terms  what 
the  matter  is  with  him,  or  I'll  crack  your  fool's  icull. 

Jcr.  Ah,  you've  hit  it,  Sir,  that's  the  matter  with  him, 
.Sir;  his  fkull's  crack'd,  poor  gentleman ;  he's  ftark  mad, 
Sir. 

Sir  Samp.  Mad ! 

fitrk.  What,  is  he  tton  compos? 

Jcr.  Quite  »on  compos,  Sir. 

Buck.  Why,  then  all's  obliterated,  Sir  Sampfon,  if  he  be 
tica  compos  niexti;,  his  a<5t  and  deed  will  be  of  no  efTc&,  it  i* 
sot  good  in  law. 

Sir  ,S<mp.  Oons,  I  won't  believe  it ;  let  me  fee  him,  Sif 
Mad,  I'll  make  him  find  his  fenfes. 

Jt'-'.  Mr  ScaudaJ  is  with  him,  Sir ;  I'll  knock  at  the 
door.  [Gya  to  the  Scvie,  which  of  cm. 


SCENE      VI. 

Sir    SAMPSON,    VALENTINE,    SCANDAL,    J  E- 
K  K  M  Y    an.!  L  A  W  Y  £  R..     Valentine    upon    a    auclt  dif- 
triitrly  drefi'd. 

.Sir  Samp.  How  now,  what's  here  to  do  ? 
Val.  lia !  who'i  that  I 
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&VW.  For  Heaven's  fake  foftly,  Sir,  and  gently ;  dbn'B 
provoke  him. 

Val    Anfwcr  me,  who  is  that,  and  that  ? 

Sir  Sawp.  GadftmBs,   does  he  not  know  me  ?  Is  he  miff 

chievous  ?    I'll   fptak  gently Val,    Val,   doll   thou  not 

know  me,  boy  ?  not  know  thy  own  father,  Val  !  I  am" 
thy  own  father,  and  this  is  honeil  Brief  Buckram  the 
lawyer. 

Val.  It  may  be  fo T  did  not  know  you the  world 

is  full There  arc  people  that  we  do  know,  and  people 

that  we  do  not   know;    and  yet  the  fun  fliines  upon  all 

alike  There   are   fathers    that   have   many  children ; 

and  there  are  child; en  that   have  many  fathers 'Tis 

ftrange  !  but  I  am  Truth,  and  come  to  give  the  world  the 
lie. 

Sir  Samp.  Body  o'  me,  I  know  not  what  to  fay  to- 
him. 

VuL  Why  does  the  lawyer  wear  black? — Does  he  carry 
his  confcience  withoutfide  ?— Law)  er,  what  art  thou  ?  doft- 
thou  know  me  ? 

Bu.  k.  O  Lord,  what  muft  I  fay  ?— -  yes,  Sir. 
Val.  Thou  lyeft,  for  I  am  Truth.  '  1'is  hard  I  cannot 
get  a  livelihood  amongft  you.  I  have  been  fworn  out  of 
Weft  mi  nfter- Hall  the  fir  ft  day  of  every  term — let  me  fee- 
no  matter  how  long — but.  I'll  tell  you  one  thing;  'tis  a 
qucftioia  that  would  puzzle  an  arithmetician,  if  you  fhould 
a(k  him,  whtther  the  bible  faves  more  fouls  in  Wtftir.m- 
fter-Abbey,  or  damns  more  in-  Weftminfler-Hail;  for  my 
part,  I  am  Truth,  and  can't  tell ;  I  have  very  few  acquaint 
ance. 

Sir  Samp.  Body  o'  me,  he  talks  fenfibly  in   »!j  madnefs— - 
ha*  he  no  intervals  ? 
Jer.  Very  fliort,  Sir. 

Buck.  i>ir,  I  can  do  you  no  fcrvicc  while  ht's  in  this  con 
dition;  here's  your  paper,  J-'ir he  may  do  >r.e  a  miirhicf 

if  I  flay tht  conveyance  is  ready,  >ir,  il  he  recover  his^ 
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SCENE      Vn. 

Sir    SAMPSON,    VALENTINE,     SCANDAL,     J  ET- 
R  E  M  Y. 

Sir  S<3>»».  Hold,  hold,  hold,  don't  you  go  yet. 

S  at.  You'd  better  let  him  go,  Sir;  and  fend  for  him  if 
there  be  occafion  ;  for  I  fancy  his  prefence  provokes  him 
more. 

V,;I.  Is  the  lawyer  gone  ?  'Tis  well,  then  we  may  drink 
about  without  going  together  by  the  ears — heigh-ho  !  what 
a  clock  is't?  my  father  here  !  your  blefiing,  bir. 

Sir  Sanp.  He  recovers — blefs  thee,  Yal, — how  doft  thou 
do,  boy  ? 

Val.  Thank  you,  Sir,  pretty  well 1  have  been  a  little 

Out  of  order won't  you  pleafe  to  lit,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Samp.  Ay,  boy, Come,  thou  flialt  fit  down  by 

me. 

Val.  Sir,  'tis  my  duty  to  wait. 

Sir  Sarr.p.  No,  no,  come,  come,  fit  thee  down,  honeft 
Val ;  how  doft  thou  do  ?  let  me  feel  thy  pulfe — Oh,  pretty 
well  now,  Val ;  body  o'  me,  I  was  forry  to  fee  thee  indif- 
j>ofed;  but  I'm  glad  thou  art  better,  honeft  Val. 

VaL  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Scan.  Miracle  !   the  monfter  grows  loving.  \_djile. 

Sir  Samp.  Let  me  feel  thy  hand  again,  Val ;  it  does  not 

fliake 1  believe  thou  canft  write,  Val ;  ha,  boy,  thou 

canft  write  thy  name,  Val  ? Jeremy,  ftep  and  overtake 

Mr  Buckram,  bid  him  make  hafte  back  with  the  convey 
ance  ;  quick,  quick.  [In  ivbifper  to  Jer. 

SCENE      VIII. 
Sir    SAMPSON,    VALENTINE,    SCANDAL. 

Sciti.  That  ever  I  fliou'd  fufpect  fuch-  a  heathen  of  any 
tunoife  f  [JfiJc. 
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Sir  Samp  .  Doft  thou  know  this  paper,  Val  ?  I  know 
thou'rt  honed:,  and  wilt  perform  articles. 

[iVu'j  him  f/v  paprr,  but  ho!:'i  it  out  of  his  rcti'h. 

V:<1.  Pray,  let  me  Tec  it,  Sir.  You-  hold  it  fo  far  off, 
that  I  can't  tc'l  whether  1  know  it  or  no. 

Sir  Samp.  See  it,  boy  ?  Ay,  ay,  why  thou  duft  fee  it  — 
*tii,  thy  own  hand,  Vally.  Why,  let  me  ice,  I  can  read  it 
as  plain  as  can  be  ;  look  you  here,  [Reads.']  "  The  coudi- 
"  tion  of  this  obligation"  ---  look  you,  as  plain  as  can  be, 
fo  it  begins  —  and  then  at  the  bottom  ---  "  As  wituefs  my 
«  hand,  VALENTINE  L  £  G  E  N  Dt"  in  great  letters  ; 
why,  'tis  as  plain  as  the  nofe  in  one's  face  ;  what,  are  my 
eyes  better  than  thine  ;  I  believe  I  can  read  it  farther  cff 
yet  —  let  me  fee.  [Stretches,  bis  arm  as  far  as  be  can. 

Val.  Will  you  pleafe  to  tet  me  hold  it,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Samp.  Let  thee  hold,  fay'ft  thou  ?  -  Ay,  with  all 
my  heart  --  ^What  matter  is  it  who  holds  it  ?  What  need 
any  body  hold  it  ?  -  I'll  put  it  up  in  my  pocket,  Val,  and 
then  no-body  need  hold  it.  [Puts  the  paper  in  bis  packet.'] 
There,  Val,  'tis  fafe  enough,  boy  -  but  thou  {halt  have 
it  as  foon  as  thou  haft  fet  thy  hand  to  another  paper, 
little  Val. 

SCENE       IX. 
iTa  them}    JEREMY,    with  BUCKRAM. 

Val.  What,  is  my  bad  genius  here  again!  Oh  no,  it  is 
the  lawyer  with  an  itching  palm  ;  and  he's  come  to  be 
fcratch'd  -  my  nails  are  not  long  enough  --  let  me 
have  a  pair  of  red  hot  tongs  quickly,  quickly,  and  you; 
fhall  fee  me  a&  St  Dunftan,  and  lead  the  devil  by  the 
nofe. 

£jck.  O  Lord,  let  me  be  gone  ;  I'll  not  venture  myfclf 
wiih  a  madmau. 
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SCENE        X. 

Sir    SAMPSON,    VALENTINE,    S  C  A  N  DAL,    J  FT- 
R  E  M  Y. 

V; ./.  Ha,  ha,  hn,  yoa  need  not  run  fo  fad,  houeftv  will 
not  overtake  you — ha,  ha,  ha,  the  rogue  found  me  out  to 
be  in  firma  pjuperif  prefently. 

Sir  Snrnp.  Oons  !  what  a  veiation  is  here  !  I  know  not 
what  to  do,  or  fay,  nor  which  way  to  go. 

Vc.1.  Who's  that,  that's  out  of  his  way!  I  am  Truth,  and 
ean  fet  him  right — Harkye,  friend,  the  ftraight  road  is  the 

trorft  way  you-can  go he  that  follows  his  nofe  always* 

will  very  often  be  led  into  a  (link.  Pr  b/tum  eft  But  what 
are  you  for,  religion  or  politicks  ?  There's  a  couple  of  to 
pics  for  you,  no  more  like  one  another  than  oil  and  vine 
gar;  and  yet  thofe  two  beaten  together  by  a  flate-cook,. 
make  fauce  for  the  whole  nation. 

Sir  Samp.  What  the  devil  had  I  to  do,  ever  to  beget 
fons  ?  Why  did  I  ever  marry  ? 

.  Vol.  Becaufe  thou  wert  a  monfter,  old  boy  ;  the  two 
greatefl  monfters  in  the  world,  are  a  man  and  a  woman  i 
What's  thy  opinion  ? 

Sir  Samp.  Why, .my  opinion  is,  that  thofe  two  monfters 
joined  together,  make  yet  a  greater,  that's  a  man  and  his 
wife. 

Val.  Aha,  old   truepenny'     fay'fl   thou   fo :    thou   haft" 
nick'd  it.     But  'tis  wonderful  fbrange,  Jeremy. 
(  Jcr.  What  is,  Sir  ? 

Val.  That  gray  hairs  fhou'd  cover  a  green  head,  and  I 
make  a  fool  of  my  father.  What's-  here  !  >.rra  r-.-.ier,  or  a 
bearded  Sybil  ?  If  Prcphefy  comes,  Truth  .muft  give  place* 

SCENE       XI. 

Sir   SAMPSON,    SCANDAL,   T  O  R  E  S  I  G  H  T,    Mrt 
FORESIGHT,     Mrs    FRAIL. 

Fort.  What  fays  he  ?  What,  did  he  prophefy  ?  Ha,  Sit 
Sampfon,  blefs  us !  how  are  we  ? 
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Sir  Samp.   Are  we  r    A  pox  o'  your  prqgnoftication 

Why,  we  are  fools  as  we  ufe  to  be — Oons,  that  you 

cuu'd  not  fort-fee,  that  the  moon   would  predominate,  and 

my  fon  be  mad Where's  your  oppositions,  your  trines, 

and  yeur  quadrates What  did  your  Cardan  and  your 

I  tolomy  tell  you  :  your  MciTahalah  and  your  Longomon- 
tanus,  your  harmony  of  chiromancy  with  aftrology  ?  Ah  t 
pox  on't,  that  I  that  know  tht  world,  and  men  and  man 
ners,  that  don't  believe  a  fyliable  in  the  iky  and  Oars, 
snd  fun  and  almanacs,  and  trail),  thould  be  diredled  by  a 
dreamer,  an  omen-hunter,  and  defer  bufinefs  in  expeda- 
tion  of  a  lucky  lr.,ur  ;  when,  body  o'me,  there  never  waj. 
a  lucky  hour  after  the  fuft  opportunity. 


SCENE      XII. 


SCANDAL,   FORESIGHT,    Mrs   FORESIGHT, 

Mrs     FRAIL. 


Fore.  Ah,  Sir  Sampfon,  Heav'n  help  your  head — Thi» 
is  none  of  your  lucky  hour;  Aw;  omnibus  koiisfapit.  What, 
is  he  gone,  and  in  contempt  of  fcience :  111  ftars,  and  un 
convertible  ignorance  attend  hint. 

Scan.  You  mufl  cxcufe  hi  paljion,  Mr  Forefight ;  for  he 
h^s  been  heartily  vex'd— — — His  fon  is  nsn  compos  mentis^ 
and  thereby  incapable  of  making  any  conveyance  in  law; 
fo  that  all  his  meafures  are  difappointed. 

F ore.  Ha  !  fay  you  fo  ? 

Mrs  Frail.  What,  has  my  fea  lover  loft  his  anchor  of 
hope  then  ?  [Afide  to  Mrs  Forefijjht. 

Mrs  Fere.  Oh  fi.Ter,  what  will,  you  do  with  him  ? 

Mrs  Frail.  Do  with   him,  fend  him  to  fea  again  in  the 

next  foul  weather He's  us'd  to  an  unconflant  element, 

and  won't  be  furprlfed  to  fee  the  tide  turn'd 

fore.  Wheitin  was  1  miftaken,  not  to  forefee  this  ? 

[CcnJiJers. 

Stan.    Madam,  you  and  I  can  tell  him  foxnething  elfc, 
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that  he  did  not  foreiee,   and  more   particularly  re'ating  to 
his  own  fortune.  [Ajitie  to  Mr,  Fort  light, 

Mrs  Ftire.  What  do  you  meaa  ?  1  don't  undciftand 
you. 

Scan.  Htifli,  foftly — the  pleafures  of  lafl  night,  my  dear,, 
too  considerable  to  be  forgot  fo  foon. 

Mrs  Fore.  Laft  night !  and  what  would  your  impudence 
infer  from  laft  night  i  laft  night  was  like  the  night  before, 
I  think. 

Scan.  'Sdeath,  do  you  make  no  difference  between  me 
and  your  hufband ? 

Mrs  Fore.  Not  much,- he's  fuperfVtious,    and  you 

are  mad  in  my  opinion. 

Sean.  You  make  me  mad You  are  not  ferious 

Pray,  recolleiSt  yourfelf. 

Mrs  ^vre.  .<_>  yes,  now  I  remember,  you  were  very  im 
pertinent  and  impudent, and  would  have  come  t& 

bed  to  me. 

Scan.  And  did  not  ? 

Mrs  Fare.  Did  not!  with  what  face  can  you  afk  the 
queftion  ? 

Scan,  This  I  have  heard  of  before,  but  never  believ'd* 
I  have  been  told,  flie  had  that  admirable  quality  of  for 
getting  to  a  man^s  face  in  the  morning,  that  flie  had  lain 
with  him  all  night,  and  denying  that  the  had  done  favour* 
with  more  impudence,  than  flic  cou'd  grant  'era Ma 
dam,  I'm  your  humble  fervant,  and  honour  you. You 

look  pretty  well,  Mr  Forefight. Haw  did  you  reft 

lad  night  ? 

Fore.  Truly,  Mr  Scandal,  I  was  fb  taken  up  with 
broken  dreams  and  diftraifled  vilions,  that  I  remember 
little. 

Stan.  'Twas  a  very  forgetting  night But  would 

you  not  talk  with  Valentine,  perhaps  you  may  understand 
him;   I'm  apt  to  believe,   there  is  fomething  myi'terious  in 
his  difcourfes,  and  fometimes  rather   think  him  infpir'd 
than  mad. 
Fore.    You   fpeak  with   fingular  good  judgment,    Mr 
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(Scandal,  truly 1  am  inclining  to  your  Tmkifh  opinion 

in  this  matter,  and  do  reverence  a  man  whom  the  vulgar 
think  mad.  Ltt  us  go  to  hiu. 

Mrs  Frail.  Sifter,  do  you  flay  with  them;  I'll  find 
out  my  lover,  and  give  him  his  discharge,  and  come  to 
you.  O'  my  conlcitnce  here  he  comes. 

SCENE        XIII. 
Mrs    FRAIL,    BE  N. 

ten.  All  mad,  I  think Flefli,  I  believe  all  the  Ca 
lentures  of  tl»e  fea  are  come  adore,  for  my  part, 

Mrs  Frail.  Mr  Benjamin  in  choler ! 

Ben,  No,  I'm  ple*s'd  well  enough,  now  I  have  found 

you Mefs,  I  have  had  fuch  a  hurricane  upon  your 

account  yonder. 

Mis  trail.  My  account,  pray  what's  the  matter  ? 

Sen.  Why,  father  came  and  found  me  Squabbling  with 

yon  chitty  fac'd  thing,  as  he  would  have  me  marry, 

fo  he  aik'd  what  was  the  matter. He  afk'd  in  a  furly 

fort  of  a  way — ^It  feems  brother  Val.  is  gone  mad,  and 
fo  that  put'n  into  a  paffion;)  but  what  did  1  know  that, 
what's  that  to  me  ? So  he  aik'd  in  a  furly  fort  of  man 
ner, and  gad  I  anfwer'd  'en  asfurlily;  what  tho'f  he 

be  my  father  ?  1  an't  bound  prentice  to  'en: fo  faith  F 

told'n  in  plain  terms,  if  I  were  minded  to  marry,  I'd 
marry  to  pleafe  myfelf,  not  him :  and  for  the  young 
woman  that  he  provided  for  me,  I  thought  it  more  fitting 
for  her  to  learn  her  fampler,  and  make  dirt-pies,  than  to 
look  after  a  hufhand ;  for  my  part  I  was  none  of  her 

man 1  had  another  voyage  to  make,  let  him  take  it 

fts  he  will. 

Mrs  Frail.  So  then,  you  intend  to  go  to  fea  again  ? 

litii.  Nay,  nav,  my  mind  run  upon  you, — but  I  woirid 
not  tell  him  fo  much — So  he  faid  he'd  make  my  heart 
ake;  and  if  fo  be  that  he  cou  d  get  a  woman  to  his  mind, 
he'd  marry  hiaifelf.  Gad,  fays  1,  and  you  play  the  fool 
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and  marry  at   thefe   years,   there's   more  danger  of  your 

head's  aking  than  my  heart. He   wj<s   wound v  angry 

when  I  gav'n  that  wipe. He  had'nt  a  word  to  fay, 

and  fo  I  left'n,  and  the  green  girl  together;  may-hap 
the  bee  may  bite,  and  he'll  marry  her  himfelf,  with  all 
my  heart. 

Mrs  Frail.  And  were  you  this  undutiful  and  gracelefs 
wretch  to  your  father  ? 

Bei.  'I  hen  why  was  he  gracelefs  firft  ? — • If  I  am  un> 

dutiful  and  gracelcfs,'  why  did  he  beget  me  fo  ?  I  did  not 
get  myfelf? 

Mrs  Fra'.l  O  impiety!  How  have  I  been  miftaken! 
What  an  inhuman  mercilefs  creature  have  I  fet  my  heart 
upon?  O  I  am  happy  to  have  difcover'd  the  {helves  and 
<juickia«ds  that  lurk  beneath  that  faithlefs  fmiling  face! 

Ben.  Hey  tofs!  what's  the  matter  now?  Why,  you 
ben't  angry,  be  you  ? 

Mrs  frail.  O   fee  me  no  more, — —• for  thou  wert 

born  amoucft  rocks,  fuckled  by  whales,  cradled  in  a  tem 
ped,  and  whittled  to  by  winds ;  arid  thou  art  come  forth 
with  fins  and  kales,  and  three  rows  of  tetth,  a  mcft  out 
rageous  fifli  of  prey. 

>•>>;;.  O  l  nrd,  '  Lord,  flic's  mad,  poor  young  woman, 
love  has  turn'd  her  fenfes,  her  brain  is  quite  overfet. 
\Veil-a-day,  how  (hall  I  do  to  fet  her  to  rights  I 

Mrs  Frt'-i.  No,  no,   I  am  not  mad,  monfter,  I  am  wife 

enough  to  find  you  out. Hadlt  thou  the  impudence  to 

afpire  at  being  a  hufband  with  that  ftubborn  and  difobe- 

dieat  temper  ; You  th<"t  know  not  how  to  fubinit  to  a 

father,  prefume  to  have  a  fufficient  flock  of  duty  to  un 
dergo  ?  wife'  I  fliould  have  been  finely  fobb'd  indeed, 
very  lir.ely  fobb'd. 

Bc>~  Fark'yc  forfooth;  if  fo  be  tint  you  are  in  your 
richt  fetifts,  d'ye  fee;  for  ought  as  I  perceive  I*m  like  to 
be  fintl;  f(^bb'd, — if  1  have  got  anger  here  upon  your  ac 
count,  and  you  are  tack'd  about  already. What  d'ye 

mean,  after  all  your  fair  fp eeches,  and  tkoaking  my  cheeks, 
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and  kiffing  and  hugging,  what  wou'd  you  fheer  off  fb  ? 
Wou'd  you,  and  leave  me  aground : 

Mrs  Fratl.  Ko,  I'll  leave  you  adrift,  and  go  which 
way  you  will. 

Ben.  What,  are  you  falfc-hearted  then  ? 

Mrs  Frail.  Only  the  xvind's  chang'd 

Ben.  More  fhame  for  vau, the  wind's  'cliang'd  r • 

'Tis  an  ill  wind  blows  no-body  good, may-hap  I  have 

a  good  riddance  on  you,   if  thefe  be  your'  tricks what 

•did  you  mean  all  this  while,  to  make  a  fcol  of  me? 

Mrs  Frail.  Apy  fool  but  a  hufband. 

Ben.  Hufband!  Gad  I  wou'd  not  be  your  hufband,  if 
•you  wou'd  have  me;  now  1  know  your  mind,  tho'f  you 
had  your  weight  in  .gold  and  jewels,  and  tho'f  I  lov'd  you 
-never  fo  xvell. 

Mrs  Frail.  Why,  can'ft  thou  love,  Porpufle  ? 

Ben.  No  matter  xvhat  I  can  do ;  don't  call  me  names, — 
I  don't  love  you  fo  well  as  to  bear  that,  whatever  I  did 

I I'm  glad  you   fhew  yourfelf,  miftrels  : Let  them 

marry  you,    as   don't   know  you  : Gad   I   know  you 

too   xvell,  by  fad   experience;    I  believe  he   that  marres 

you  will  go  to  fea  in  a  hcn-perk'd  frigate 1  believe 

that,  young  woman and    may-hap   may  come  to  an 

anchor  at  Quckold's-Point ;  fo  there's  a  dafh  for  you,  take 
it  as  you  will,  may-hap  you  may  holla  after  me  when  I 
won't  come  to. 

Mrs  Frail.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  no  doubt  on't, — 

My  true  love  is  gone  tofea, —  [&'«£*. 

SCENE      XIV. 
Mrs   FRAIL,    Mrs  FORESIGHT. 

Mrs  Frail.  O  fifter,  had  you  come  a  minute  fooner, 

you  would  have  feen  the  refolution  of  a  lover. Honeft 

Tarr  and  I  are  parted and  xvith  the  fame  indiiFcrcncc 

that  xve  met; O  my  life  I  am  half  vex'd  at  the  ialcn- 

fibility  of  a  brute  that  I  defpis'd. 

VOL.  I.  A  a 
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Mrs  Fore.  What,  then,  he  bore  it  mod  heroically  ? 

Mrs  Friiil.  Moft  tyrannically , — for  you  fee  he  has 

got  the  ftart  of  me;  and  I  the  poor  forfaken  rmiid  am  left 
complaining  on  the  fliore.  But  I'll  tell  you  a  hint  that 
he  has  given  me;  Sir  Sampfon  is  enraged,  and  talks  def- 

peratcly  of  committing  matrimony  himfelf if  he  has 

3  mind  to  throw  himfelf  away,  he  can't  do  it  more  effedlu- 
aUy  than  upon  me,  if  we  could  bring  it  about. 

Mrs  F*re.  Oh,  hang  him  oid  fox,  he's  too  cunning;  be- 
fides,  he  hates  both  you  and  me.  But  I  have  a  project  in 
my  head  for  you,  and  I  have  gone  a  good  way  towards  it. 
I  have  almoft  made  a  bargain  with  Jeremy,  Valentine's 
ninn,  to  fell  his  matter  to  us. 

Airs  Frail.  Sell  him,  how  ? 

Mrs  Fore.  Valentine  raves  upon  Angelica,  and  took  me 
for  her,  and  Jeremy  fays  will  take  any  body  for  her  that 
he  impofes  on  him.  Now  I  have  promised  him  moun 
tains,  if  in  one  of  his  mad  fits  he  will  bring  you  to  him 
in  hex  (lead,  and  get  you  married  together,  and  put  t« 
bed  together;  and  after  confummation,  girl,  there's  no 
revoking.  And  if  he  Humid  recover  his  fenfes,  he'll  be 
glad  at  leafl  to  make  you  a  good  fettlement.  Here  they 
come :  ftand  aude  a  little,  and  tell  me  how  you  like  the 
defigu. 

SCENE       XV. 

•Mrs    FORESIGHT,    Mrs    TRAIL,    VALENTINE, 
SCANDAL,    FORESIGHT,    and   JEREMY. 

Scan.  And  have  you  g'ven  your  mafler  a  hint  of  their 
plot  upon  him  ?  [To  Jer. 

Jcr.  Yes,  Sir;  he  fays  he'ii  favour  it,  and  miftake  her 
for  Angelica. 

S<.an.  It  may  make  us  fport. 

Fore.  Mercy  on  us ! 

V,:l.  llufht — interrupt  me  not — I'M  whifper  prediction 
to  thee,  *ud  thou  {halt  pjophefy 1  am  Truth,  and  caa 
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teach  thy  tongue  a  new  trick 1  have  told  thee  what's 

part — now  I'll  tell  what's  to  come — doft  thou  know  what 
•will  happen  to-morrow  : — Anfwer  me  not — for  I  will  tell 
thee-  To-morrow,  knaves  will  thrive  through  craft,  and 
fools  through  fortune,  and  honefly  will  go  as  it  did,  froft- 
nipt  in  a  funimer-fuit.  Afk  me  qucftions  concerning  to« 
morrow  ? 

Scan,  Afk  him,  Mf  Forefight. 

Fere,  Pray,  what  will  be  done  at  court  ? 

Val.  Scandal  will  tell  you 1  am  Truth,  I  never  comb 

there. 

Fore.  In  the  city  ? 

Val.  Oh,  prayers  will  be  faid  in  empty  churches,  at  the 
ufual  hours.  Yet  you  will  fte  iiich  zealous  faces  behind 
counters,  as  if  religion  were  to  be  fold  in  every  (hop.  Oh 
thiwgs  will  go  mctlvodically  in  the  city;  the  clocks  will 
duke  twelve  at  noon,  and  the  horn'd  herd  buz  in  the  Lx- 
change  at  two  Wives  and  hufbands  will  drive  diftintS 
trades,  and  cate  and  pleafure  feparately  occupy  the  family. 
CofFeehoufes  will  be  full  of  fmoke  and  ftratagem.  And  the 
cropt  prentice,  that  fweeps  his  mailer's  ihop  in  the  morn 
ing,  may  ten  to  one  dirty  his  fheets  before  night.  But 
there  are  two  things  that  you  will  fee  very  ftrange  ; 
which  are  wanton  wives  with  their  legs  at  liberty,  and, 
tarne  cuckolds  with  chains  about  their  necks.  "But  hold,  £ 
muft  examine  you  before  1  go  iuithcr;  you  look  fulpici-' 
oufly.  Are  you  a  hufbaud  ? 

Fore.  1  am  married. 

Val.  Poor  creature !  is  your  wife  of  Covent -garden  parifli  ? 

Ftte.  No;   St  Martin's  in  the  fields. 

Vol.  Alas,  poor  man;  his  eyes  are  funk,  and  his  hands 
fhrivell'd  ;  his  legs  dwindled,  and  his  back  bow'd,  piay, 
pray,  for  a  tnetarnorphofis — change  thy  ihape,  and  fliake 
oil"  age  ;  get  the  Medea's  kettle,  and  be  boil'd  anew;  come 
fs*th  with  lab'ring  callous  hands,  a  chine  of  Heel,  and 
Atlas'  flioulders.  Let  Taliacotius  trim  the  calves  of 
twenty  chairmen,  and  make  thee  pedeftals  to  (land  civet 
upon,  and  look  matrimony  in  the  face.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 
A  a  A 
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that  a  man  fhou'd  have  a  ftcmach  to  a  wedding  Tapper, 
when  the  pigeons  ought  rather  to  be  laid  to  his  feet,  ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Fore.  His  frenzy  is  very  high  now,  Mr  Scandal. 

Scan,  I  believe  it  is  a  fpring  tide. 

F.rc.  Very  likely,  truly  ;  you  underfland  thefe  matters  j 

Mr  Scandal,  I  ihall  be  very  glad  to  confer  with  you 

about  thefe  things  which  he  has  utter 'd — his  fayings  arc 
very  myfterious  and  hieroglyphical. 

Val.  Oh,  why  would  Angelica  be  abfent  from  my  eyes 
fo  long  ? 

"Jer    She's  here,  Sir. 

Mrs  Fore.   Now,  Sir. 

Mrs  Fre.il.  O  Lord,  what  rmifl  I  fay  ? 

Sca'i.   Humour  him,  Madam,  by  all  meanj. 

V;;l.  Whye  is  the0  Oh,  I  fee  her; flic  comes  like 

riches,  health,  and  liberty  at  once,  to  a  defpairing,  (tar- 
ving,  and  abandon 'd  wretch.  Oh  welcome,  welcome. 

Mrs  Frail.  How  d'ye,  ,-ir  ?  Can  [  ftive  you  ? 

Val.  Harkye, — 1  have  a  fecret  to  te|I  you — Fndymion 
and  the  moon  (hall  meet  us  upon  mount  Latmos,  and  we'll- 
be  married  in  the  dead  of  night — bu;  fay  not  a  woid  Hy 
men  (hall  put  his  torch  into  a  dark  lanthorn,  that  it  may 
be  iccret ;  and  Juno  flirJI  give  her  peacock  poppy-water, 
that  he  may  fold  his  ogling  tail,  and  Argus's  huadrcd  cye» 
be  il-ut,  ha!  No  body  ihall  know  but  Jeremy. 

Mrs  Frail,  ts'o,  no,  we'll  keep  it  fecret,  it  ihall  be  done 
preiently. 

Val  The  fooner  the  better Jereniyj  come  hither 

clofer that  none  ma)'  over-hear  us Jeremy,  I  can 

tell  you  news;  Angelica  is  turned  nun,  and  I  am  turning 
friar,  and  ye:  we'll  marry  one  another  in  fpite  of  t!ie  Pope. 
Get  me  a  coul  and  beads,  that  I  may  play  my  part;  for 
fhe'll  meet  me  two  hours  hence  in  black  and  white,  and  a, 
long  veil  to  cover  the  project,  and  we  won't  fee  one  ano 
ther's  faces,  till  we  have  done  fomething  to  be  afliam'd  of, 
and  then  we'll  blufli  once  for  all. 
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SCENE       XVI. 
[to  them]   TATTLE,    ANGELICA. 


J,  t-.  11 1  take  care,  an— — — 

i'al.  Whifper. 

Aug.  Nay,  Mr  Tattle,  tf  you  make  love  to  me,  you  fpoU 
my  defign,  for  I  intend  to  make  you  my  confident. 

Tot.  But,  Madam,  to  throw  away  your  perfon,  fuch  a 
perfon,  and  fuch  a  fortune,  on  a  madman  ? 

A»g.  I  never  lov'd  him  till  he  was  mad ;  but  don't  tell 
any  body  fo. 

Stan.  How's  this  !  Tattle  making  love  to  Angelica? 

Tat.  Tell,  Madam!  alas,  you  don't  know  me 1  have 

much  ado  to  tell  your  Ladyfhip  how  long  I  have  been  in 
love  with  you— ——but  encourag'd  by  the  impoiLbility  of 
Valentine's  making  any  more  addreffes  to  you,  1  have  ven 
tured  to  declare  the  very  iumoft  paflion  of  my  heart.  Oh, 
Madam,  look  upon  us  both;  there  you  fee  the  ruins  of  a 

poor  decayed  creature here  a  complcat  lively  figure, 

with  youth  and  health,  and  all  his  five  fenfes  in  per 
fection,  Madam  ;  and  to  all  this,  the  moil  paflionate 
lover 

Aug.  O  fy,  for  fliame,  hold  your  tongue ;  a  pafiiouate 
lover,  and  five  fenfes  in  perfection  !  when  you  are  as  mad 
as  Valentine,  I'll  believe  you  love  me,  and  the  maddefl 
{hall  take  me. 

Vol.  It  is  enough Ha,  who's  here  ? 

Mrs  Frail.  O  Lord,  her  coming  will  fpoil  all.       [To  Jer, 

Jer.  No,  no,  Madam,  he  won't  know  her ;  if  he  fliou'd, 
I  can  perfuade  him. 

Val.  Scandal,  who  are  thefe  ?  Foreigners  ?  If  they  are, 

I'll  tell  you  what  I  think get  away  all  the  company  but 

Angelica,  that  I  may  difcover  my  defign  to  her.  ['t'wjrtr. 

Scan.  I  will ;  I  have  difcovered  fomething  of  Tacile, 
that  is  of  ;,  piect  with  Mrs  Frail.  H:  courts  Angelica;  if 
we  cou'd  C'jutm  c  lo  couple  'em  togetii-Ji  ',  hark)  c — [ti'by'per. 
AA  3 
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Mrs  Fore.  He  won't  know  you,  Coufiu,  he  knows  BO- 
body. 

Fore.  But  he  knows  more  than  any  body — Oh,  niece,  he 
knows  things  part  and  to  come,  and  all  the  profound  fc- 
crets  of  time. 

Tat,  Look  you,  Mr  Foreright.it  is  not  my  way  to  make 
many  words  of  matters,  and  fo  1  flian't  fay  much— but  in 
fhcrt,  d'ye  fee,  I  will  hold  you  a  hundred  pound  now,  that 
I  know  more  fecrcts  than  he. 

Fare.  How!  I  cannot  read  that  knowledge  in  your  face, 
Mr  Tattle 1'ray,  what  do  you  know? 

Tat.  Why,  d'ye  think  I'll  te!l  you,  Sir?  Read  it  in  my 
face!  No,  Sir,  'tis  written  in  my  heart  ;  and  fafer  there, 
Sir,  than  letters  writ  in  juice  of  lemon;  for  no  fire  can 
fetch  it  out.  I  am  no  blab,  Sir. 

Val.  Acquaint  Jeremy  with  it,  he  may  eafily  bring  it 

about. They  are  welcome,   and    I'll  tell  'em  fo  myfelf. 

[To  Scardal.J  What,  do  you  look  ftrange  upon  me?  Then 
J  muft  be  plain.  [Ctmt-/g  up  tc  them,]  I  am  Truth,  aud  hate 
an  old  acquaintance  with  a  new  face. 

[Scandal  goes  aftde  -with  Jer. 

Tat.  Do  you  know  me,  Valentine  ? 

Vsl-  You  ?  who  are  you  ?   No,  I  hope  not. 

Tat.  I  am  Jack   I  attle,  your  friend. 

Vol.  My  friend  ?  what  to  do  ?  I  am  no  married  man, 
and  thou  canft  not  ly  with  my  wife;  I  am  very  poor,  and 
thou  canft  not  borrow  money  of  rne  ;  then  what  employ 
ment  have  I  for  a  friend  ? 

Tat.  Hah,  a  good  open  fpeaker,  and  not  to  be  trufled 
with  a  fecret. 

Ang.  Do  you  know  me,  Valentine  ? 

Val.  Oh  very  well. 

Ang.  Who  am  I  ? 

Val.    You're  a  woman one  to  whom   Heav'n  gave 

beauty,  when  it  grafted  rofes  on  a  briar.  You  are  the 
reflection  of  Heav'n  in  a  pond,  and  he  that  leaps  at  you  is 
funk.  You  are  white,  a  flieet  of  lovely  fpotlefs  paper, 
when  you  firft  are  born  ;  but  you  are  to  be  fcrawl'd  and 
blotted  by  every  gcofe's  <juill.  J  know  you ;  for  1  lov'd 


LOVEFORLOVE.  a8j 

a  woman,  and  lov'd  her  fo  long,  that  I  found  out  a  flrangs 
thing;  I  found  out  what  a  woman  was  good  for. 

Tat.  Ay,  pr'ythee,  what's  that  ? 

Val.  Why,  to  keep  a  fecret. 

Tat.   O  Lord  ! 

Val.  O  exceeding  good  to  keep  a  fecret  :  for  though  flic 
fliould  tell,  yet  flie  is  not  to  be  believed. 

Tut.  Hah1  good  again,  faith. 

Val.  I  would  have  muiic Sing  me  the  long  that  2 

like 

SONG. 

Set  by  Mr  Finger. 

I. 

Jtellthee,  diarmicn,  could  I  time  retrieve, 
And  c Quid  again  beg.'n  to  love  and  live, 
To  you  Ifliould  my  earlit/i  off1  ring  give  ; 

J  kno-iv,   my  eyes  -would  lead  mj  heart  to  you. 

And  I  Jtiould  all  my  oaths  and  vows  renew, 

But  to  be  flair.,  J  raver  -would  be  true. 

II. 

For  fy  our  -weak  and -weary  truth,  I  find, 
Love  hates  to  centre  in  a  paint  ajjign'd  ; 
But  runs  -with  joy  the  lircle  of  the  mind  : 

Then  never  lei  us  chain  -what  faould  befreet 

But  for  relief  of  either  fex  agree: 

Since  -women  love  to  change,  and  fo  do  -we;* 

No  more,  for  I  am  melancholy.  [Walks  mujtng. 

Jer.  I'll  do  t,  fcir.  [To  Scandal. 

Scan.  Mr  Forefight,  we  had  bed  leave  him.  He  may 
grow  cutragious,  and  do  mifchief. 

Fire.  I  will  be  directed  by  you. 

Jir.  to  Mrs  Frail.]  You'll  meet,  Madam  ;— — I'll  take 
care  every  thing  fliall  be  ready. 
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Mrs  Fra:l.  Thou  fhalt  do  what  tliou  wilt;  in  fliort,  X 
will  deny  thce  nothing. 

Tat.  Madam,  (hall  I  wait  upon  you  ?          [To  Angelica. 

A,:g.  No,  I'll  flay  with  him Mr  Scandal  will  protect 

me.  Aunt,  Mr  Tattle  deiircs  you  would  give  him  leave 
to  wait  on  you. 

Tat.  Pox  ou't,  there's  no  coming  ofT,  nowfhe  has  faid 
that Madam,  will  you  do  me  the  honour  ? 

Mrs  Fare.  Mr  Tattle  might  have  us'd  lels  ceremony. 

SCENE        XVII. 
ANGELICA,    VALENTINE,     SCANDAL. 

Scan.  Jeremy,  follow  Mr  Tattle. 

Ana.  Mr  Scandal,  I  only  (lay  till  my  maid  comes,  and 
becaufe  1  had  a  mind  to  be  rid  of  Mr  Tattle. 

Scan.  Madam,  I  am  very  glad  that  I  overheard  a  better 
reafon,  which  you  gave  to  Mr  Tattle  ;  for  his  imperti 
nence  forc'd  you  to  acknowledge  a  kindnefs  for  Valentine, 
•which  you  deny'd  to  all  his  fuffcrings  and  my  felicitations. 
So  I'll  leave  him  to  make  ufe  of  the  difcovery,  and- your 
l.adyfhip  to  the  free  confeflion  ofyour  inclinations. 

Af.g.  O  heav'ns  !  you  won't  leave  me  alone  with  a  mad 
man  ? 

Scan.  No,  Madam,  I  only  leave  a  madman  to  his  re 
medy. 

SCENE     xvirr. 

VALENTINE,    ANGELICA. 

Vol.  Madam,  you  need  not  be  much  afraid,  for  I  fancy 
I  begin  to  come  to  myfdt. 

A.  <-;.  Ay,  but  if  I  don't  fit  you,  I'll  be  liang'd.       [/IJiJe. 

J  -  ^ou  fte  what  difguiics  love  makes  us  put  on  :  Oods 
have  been  in  counterfeited  fliapes  for  the  fame  reafon  ;  and 
the  divine  part  of  me,  my  mind,  has  worn  this  malls  of 
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inadnefs,  and  this  moily  livery,  only  as  the  (lave  of  love, 
and  menial  creature  of  your  beauty. 

A??.  Mercy  on  me,  how  he  talks !  poor  Valentine  ! 

Vtd.  Kay,  faith,  now  let  us  underltand  one  another,  liy- 

pocrify  apart The  comedy  draws  towards  an  end, 

and  let  us  think  of  leaving  acting,  and  be  ourlelves;  and 
fmce  you  have  lov  d  me,  you  mud  own,  I  have  at  length 
deferv'd  you  fhould  confers  it. 

A>ig.]igh.~]  I  would  I  had  lov'd  you— ——for  Heaven 
knows  I  pity  you;  and  could  I  have  forefeen  the  fad  ef- 
fedts,  I  would  have  driven  ;  but  that's  too  late.  [S'£/Jf. 

Val.  What  fad  effects  ? What's  too  late  ?  my  feem- 

ing  madncfs  has  decciv'd  my  father,  and  procur'd  me  time 
to  tiiink  of  means  to  reconcile  me  to  him,  and  prefcrve  the* 
right  of  my  inheritance  to  his  eftate;  which  otherwife  by 
articles  I  mud  this  morning  have  refigned  :  and  this  I  had 
informed  you  of  to-day,  but  you  were  gone,  before  I  knexr 
you  had  been  here. 

Aug.  How!  I  thought  your  love  of  me  had  caus'd  thi» 
tranfport  in  vour  foul;  which,  it  lesms,  you  only  counter 
feited  for  mercenary  ends,  and  lordid  intered 

Val.  Nay,  now  you  do  me  wrong:  for  if  any  iutereft 
was  confidered  it  was  yours;  fince  I  thought  I  wanted 
more  than  love  to  make  me  worthy  of  you. 

A.ig.  Then  you  thought  me  mercenary But  how 

am  I  deluded  by  this  interval  of  fenie,  to.  reafon  with  a 
madman ! 

Val.  Oh,  'tis  barbarous  to  mifunderdand  me  longer. 

SCENE       XIX. 
[To  them]   JEREMY. 

An%.  Oh,v  here's  a  reafonable  creature furc  he  will 

not  have  the  impudence  to  perievere Come,  Jeremy, 

acknowledge  your  trick,  and  confefs  your  mader's  madnefs 
counterfeit. 

Jcr,  Counterfeit,  Madam !  I'll  maintain  him  to  be  as 
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abfolutely  and  fubftantially  mad,  as  any  freeholder  irt 
Bethlehem;  nay,  he's  as  mad  as  any  proje&or,  fanatic, 
ehymift,  lover,  or  poet  in  Europe. 

Val.  Sirrah,    you  He  ;  I  am  not  mad. 

Aig.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  fee  he  denies  it. 

Jer.  O  Lord,  Madam,  did  you  ever  know  any  madman 
aiad  enough  to  own  it  ? 

Vul.  ~ot,  can't  you  apprehend? 

A .%    Why,  he  ratk'd  very  fenfibly  juft  now. 

Jer  Yes,  Madam,  he  has  intervals  ;  but  you  fee  he  be 
gins  to  look  wild  again  now. 

Val.  Why,  vou  thick-fcull'd  rafcal,  I  tell  you  the  farce 
is  done,  and  I'll  be  matt  no  longer.  [JSfj/i  him. 

A:g.  Tla,  ha,  ha,  is  he  mad  or  no,  Jeremy  ? 

Jer.  Pa"t!y,  1  think for  he  does  not  know  his  owrr 

mind  two  hours )'m  fure  1  left  him  juft  now  in  the  hu 
mour  to  be  mad;  and  I  think  I  have  not  found  him  very 
quiet  at  this  prefent.  Who's  there  ?  [One  knocks. 

Val.  Go  fee,  you  fot.  I'm  very  glad  that  I  can  move 
your  mirth,  though  not  your  compaflion. 

A  g  I  did  not  think  you  had-  apprehenfron  enough  to 
be  eiceptious:  but  madmen  {hew  themftlves  moft,  by 
over-pretending  to  a  found  understanding;  as  drunken 
men  do  by  over-adlingfobnety.  1  was  half-inclining  to  be 
lieve  %ou.  'till  I  accidentally  touch'd  upon  your  tender 
part :  but  now  you  have  reftor'd  me  to  my  former  opinioa 
and  compaffion. 

Jer.  Sir,  your  father  has  fent  to  know  if  you  are  any- 
better  yet Will  you  pleafe  to  be  mad,  Mr,  or  how  ? 

Vol.  Stupidity  !  you  know  the  penalty  of  all  I'm  worth 
imifl  pay  for  the  confcffion  of  my  fenfes ;  I'm  mad,  and 
will  be  mad  to  every  body  but  this  lady.- 

Jer.  So Juft  the  very  backfide  of  truth — But  Iyin£  is 

a  figure  in  fpeech.  that  interlards  the  greateft  part  of  my 
coaverfatiou M,adam,  your  Ladyfliip's  woman. 
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SCENE      XX. 
ANGELICA,    VALENTINE,    JENNY. 

Ai%.  Well,  have  you  been  there  ? — -Come  hither. 

Jinny.  \ct,  Madam,  Sir  Sampfon  will  wait  upon  you 
prefcntly.  [AJide  t •->  Angelica. 

Val,  You  are  not  leaving  me  in  this  uncertainty  ? 

Ang.  Would  any  thing  but  a  madman  complain  of  un 
certainty  '.  Uncertainty  and  expectation  arc  the  joys  of 
Jife.  Security  is  an  irifipid  thing,  .and  the  overtaking  and 
pofleflTing  of  a  with,  discovers  the  folly  of  the  chace.  Ne 
ver  let  us  know  one  another  better :  for  the  pleafure  of  a 
mafquerade  is  done,  when  we  come  to  fhew  our  faces; 
but  I'll  tell  you  two  things  before  I  leave  you;  J  am  not 
the  fool  you  take  me  for;  and  you  are  mad,  and  don't 
inow  it. 

SCENE      XXI. 

VALENTINE,    JEREMY. 

Val.  From  a  riddle  you  can  eipedV.  nothing  but  a  riddle. 
There's  my  inftruclion,  and  the  moral  of  my  leflbn. 

•  *Jer.  What,  is  the  lady  gone  again,  Sir  ?  I  hope  you  un- 
derflood  one  another  before  flic  went  ? 

Val.  Underfiood !  She  is  harder  to  be  underftood  than 
a  piece  of  Egyptian  antiquity,  or  an  Iriih  manufcript; 
you  may  pore  'till  you  fpoil  your  eyes,  and  not  improve 
your  knowledge. 

Jcr.  I  have  heard  'em  fay,  Sir,  they  read  hard  Hebrew 
books  backwards ;  may  be  you  begin  to  read  at  the  wrong 
«nd. 

V&1.    They  fay  To  of  a  witch's   prayer  :    and  dreams 
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and  Dutch  almanacs  arc  to  He  underftood  by  contraries. 
But  there's  regularity  and  method  in  that;  fhe  is  a  me 
dal  without  a  reverfe  or  infcription,  for  indifference  has 
both  fides  alike.  Yet  while  fhe  does  not  feem  to  hate 
me,  I  will  purfue  her,  and  know  her  if  it  be  pofiible,  in 
fpite  of  the  opinion  of  my  fatirical  friend,  Scandal,  who 
fays, 

That  women  are  like  tricks  by  flight  of  hand, 
Which,  to  admire,  \vt  iLould  not  underftand. 
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A  C  T    V.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

A  Roam  in  Forefight'j  Houfe. 
ANGELICA    and    JENNY. 

ANGELICA. 

YtT'  HERE  is  Sir  Sampfon  ?  Did  you  not  tell  me  he 
would  be  here  before  me  ? 

Jenny.  He's  at  the  great  glafs  in  the  dining-room,  Ma 
dam,  fetting  his  cravat  and  wig. 

Aug.  How  !  I'm  glad  oa't If  he  has  a  mind  I  flioulcl 

like  him,  'tis  a  fign  he  likes  me;  and  that's  more  than  half 
my  defign. 

J<.nny.   I  hear  him,  Madam. 

Ang.  Leave  me  :  d'ye  hear,  if  Valentine  fliould  come,  or 
fend,  I  am  not  to  be  fpoken  with. 

SCENE      II. 

A  N  G  E  L  I  C  A,    Sir    SAMPSON. 

» 

Sir  Samp.  I  have  not  been  honour'd  with  the  commands 
of  a  fair  lady,  a  great  while- — Odd,  Madam,  you  have  re 
vived  me — not  fince  I  was  five  and  thirty. 

Ar.g.  Why,  you  have  no  great  reafon  to  complain,  Sir 
Sampfon,  that  is  not  long  ago. 

Sir  Samp.  Zooks,  but  it  is,  Madam,  a  very  great  while, 
to  a  man  that  admires  a  fine  woman  as  much  as  I  do. 

Ang.  You're  an  abfolute  courtier,  Sir  Sampfon. 

Sir  Sa;np.  Not  at  all,  Madam  ;  ods-bud  5  ou  wrong  me; 
I  am  not  fo  old  neither,  to  be  a  bare  ccurtirj-.  only  a  ITIT-J 
of  words:  odd,  I  have  warm  blood  about  me  yet,  aal 

VOL.  I,  £  b 
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can  ferve  a  lady  any  way Come,  come,  let  me  tell 

you,  you  women  think  a  man  old  too  foon,  faith  and 

troth  you  do Come,  don't  defpiie  fifty  ;  odd,  fifty,  in 

a  hale  conftitution,  is  no  fuch  contemptible  age. 

Aug.  Fifty  a  contemptible  age!  Not  at  all,  a  very 

fafliionable  age,  I  think 1  affiire  you,  I  know  very 

confiderable  beaus,  that  fet  a  good  face  upon  fifty':  fifty! 
I  have  feen  fifty  in  a  fide- box,  by  candle-light,  out-blof- 
ibm  five-and-twenty. 

Sir  Samp.  Outfides,  outfides  ;  a  pize  fake  'em,  mere 
outfides;  hang  your  fide-box  beaus;  no,  I'm  none  of 
thole,  none  of  your  forced  trees,  that  pretend  to  bloffom 
in  the  fall,  and  bud  when  they  fhould  bring  forth  fruit ; 
I  am  of  a  long-liv'd  race,  and  inherit  vigour  :  none  of  my 
anceftors  married  till  fifty;  yet  they  begot  fons  and  daugh 
ters  'till  fourfcore ;  I  am  of  your  patriarchs,  I,  a  branch 
of  one  of  your  antediluvian  families,  fellows  that  the  flood 
could  not  wafli  away.  Well,  Madam,  what  are  your  com* 
mands  ?  has.any  young  rogue  affronted  you,  and  fliall  I 
cut  his  throat  ?  cr 

Ang.  No  !sir  Sampfon,  1  have  no  quarrel  upon  my  hands 

i 1  have  more  occafion  for  your  conduvSV.  than  your 

courage  at  this  time.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I'm  weary  of 
living  fingle,  and  want  a  hufband. 

Sir  Samp.  Odfbud,  and  'tis  pity  you  fhould Odd, 

vou'd  {he  wou'd  like  me,  then  I  fhou'd  hamper  my  young 
rogues:  odd, . wou'd  flie  wou'd;  faith  and  troth  flic's  de- 
'vilifli  handfome  [Afide.]  Madam,  you  deferve  a  good  huf 
band,  and  'twere  pity  you  fhou'd  be  thrown  away  upon 
any  of  thefe  young  idle  rogues  about  the  town.  Odd, 

there's  ne'er  a  young  fellow  worth  hanging, that  is  a 

very  young  fellow Pize, on  'em,  they  never  think  be 
forehand  of  any  thing; and  if  they  commit  matrimony, 

'tis  as  they  commit  murder;  out  of  a  frolic,  and  are  ready 
jo  hang  themfelvcs,  or  to  be  hang'd  by  the  law,  the  next 
jnorning: — odfo,  have  a  care,  Madam. 

/ing.  Therefore  I  afii  your  advice,  Sir  Sampfon  :  I  have 
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fortune  enough  to  make  any  man  eafy  that  I  can  like;  if 
there  were  fuch  a  thing  as  a  young  agreeable  mail  w::ii  a 

reafonable  flock  of  good-nature  and  icnfe For  I  would 

neither  have  an  ab.blute  wit  nor  a  fool. 

Sir  Samp.  Odd,  you  are  hard  to  pleafe,  Madam  ;  to  find 
a  young  fellow  that  is  neither  a  wit  in  his  own  eye,  nor  a 
fool  in  the  eye  of  the  world,  is  a  very  hard  talk,  But, 
faith  and  troth  you  fpeak  very  difcrtetly  ;  for  I  hate  both 
a  wit  and  a  fool. 

A'.g.  She  that  marries  a  fool,  Sir  Sampfon,  forfeits  the 
reputation  of  her  honefty  and  uodet  ftaodrag :  and  flic  that 
marries  a  very  witty  man  is  a  (lave  to  the  teverity  and  m-* 
folent  conduit  of  her  hulband.  J  ilsoulu  like  a  man  of 
wit  for  a  lover,  betaufe  I  wou'd  have  luch  a  one  in  my 
power ;  but  I  would  no  more  be  his  wife,  than  his  enemy, 
For  his  malice  is  not  a  more  terrible^conlequence  of  hi* 
averfion,  than  his  jealoufy  is  of  his  love. 

Sir  S  imp.  None  of  old  Ferefight's  Sybils  ever  utter'd 
fuch  a  truth.  Odibud,  you  have  won  my  heart  :  1  hate 
a  wit;  I  had  a  fon  that  was  fpoil'd  among 'em;  a  good 
hopeful  lad,  'till  he  Itarn'd  to  be  a  wit — and  might  have 

rifen  in  the  ftate But,  a  pox  on't,  his  wit  run  him  out 

of  his  money,  and  now  his  poverty  has  run  him  out  ol  his 
•wits. 

Ang,  Sir  Sampfon,  as  your  friend,  I  mull  tell  you,  you 
are  very  much  abas \l  in  that  matter:  he's  no  more  mad 
than  you  are. 

iir  Samp.   How,  Madam!   Wou'd  1  cou'd  prove  it. 

Ang.  I  can  tell  you  how  that  may  be  done — But  it  is  a 
thing  that  wou'd  make  me  appear  to  be  too  much  con- 
cern'd  in  your  affairs. 

Sir  Samp.  Odfbud,  I  believe  fhe  likes  me l_Af.  <!(.'] • 

Ah,  Madam,  all  my  affairs  are  fcarce  woithy  to  be  laid 
at  your  feet;  and  I  wiili,  Madam,  they  were  in  a  better 
pofture,  that  I  might  make  a  more  becoming  offer  to  a 

lady  of  your  incomparable  beauty  and  merit If  1  had 

Peru  in  one  hand,  and  Mexieo  in  t'other,  and  the  cafteiu, 
£  b  a 
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empire  under  my  feet  ;  it  would   make  me  only  a 
glorious  victtim  to  be  ofFtr'd  at  the  fhrine  of  your  beauty. 

Ang,  Blefs  me,  Sir  baTipfon,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  Sd»,p.  Odd,  madam,  1  love — And  if  you  would  take 
S'.y  advice  in  a  hufband 

Aug.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  Sampfon.  I  afk'd  your  advice 
for  a  hufband,  and  you  are  giving  me  your  content — I  was 
4  dtcd  thinking  to  propi-fe  fbmething  like  it  in  jeft,  to  (%- 
li.-fy  you  about  Valentine:  for  if  a  match. were  feemingly 
carried  on  between  you  and  me,  it  would  oblige  him  to 
throw  ctfF  his  diTguife  of  rnadncfs,  in  apprehenfion  of  lo- 
fing  me  :  for  you  know  he  has  long  pretended  a  paifioa 
lor  me. 

Sir  Samp.  Gad-zooks,  a  mo  ft  ingenious  contrivance—— 
jf  we  -were  to  go  through  with  it.  But  why  mufl  the  match- 
only  be  feemingly  carried  on  ? Odd,  let  it  be  a  real 

contract. 

Aug.  O  fy,    Sir  Sampfon,  what  would  the   world  fay  ? 

Sir  Samp.  Say,  they  would  fay,  you  were  a  wife  wo 
man,  and  I  a  happy  man.  Odd,  Madam,  I'll  love  yoife 
as  long  as  1  live,  and  leave  you  a  good  jointure  when  I 
die. 

A<:g.  Ay;  b-H  that  is  not  in  your  power,  Sir  Sampfon.; 
for  when  Valentine  conferfes  hirnfelf  in  his  ftnfes,  he  muft 
inake  over  his  inheritance  to  his  younger  brother. 

hir  Sam?.  Odd,  you're  a  cunning,  a  wary  baggage!  faith 

and  troth  I  like    you  the  better But,  I  si-arrant  you,   i 

have  a  proviso  in  the   obligation  in  favour  of  myfelf • 

Pody  o'me,  1  have  a  trick  to  tarn  the  fettlement  upon  the 
i'.Tue  male  of  our  two  bodies  begotten.  Odlbud  let  us  find 
children,  and  I'll  find  an  eftate. 

A;!f.  Will  you  ?  well  do  you  find  the  eftate,  and  leave 
the  other  to  me 

:-ir  Samp.  O  rogue !  But  I'll  truft  you.  And  will  your, 
con  fen  t !  Is  it  a  match  then  ? 

A.>i%.  Let  me  confult  ray  lawyer  coacerning  this  obliga- 
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tfon  ;  and  if  I  find  what  you  propofe  practicable,    I'll  giv« 
you  my  anfwer. 

Sir  Samp.    With  all  my  heart; Come  in   with  mey 

and  I'll  lend  you  the  bond' — • -You  fhali  confult  your 

lawyer,  and  I'll  confult  a  parfon  ?  Od-zooks  I'm  a  ycunj 
man  :  od-zooks,  I'm  a  young  man,  and  I'll  make  it  appear 

Odd,   you're  devilifli   handfome  :  faith  atid  troth, 

you're  very  handfome;  and  I'm  very  young,  and  very  lu.'ly 
Odibud,  huffy,  you  knciv  how  to  chooic,  and  fo  do  1  ; 

Odd,  I  think,   we  are  very  well   met. Give  me 

your  hand,   odd,   let  me  kifs  it;  'tis  as  warm  and  as  foft 

as  what  ? Odd,   as  t'other  hand — give  me  t'other 

hand,  and  I'll  mumble  'em  and  kifs  'em  till  they  melt  hi- 
my  mouth. 

Af.g-  Hold,  Sir  Sampfon You're  profufc  of  youe 

rigour  before  your  time:  you'll  fpend  your  eftate  bcfcrc~ 
you  come  to  it. 

Sir  Samp.   No,  no,  only  give  you  a  rent-roll  of  my  pofTef-' 

fions Ah  !    Baggage L  warrant   you   for  little 

S»:upfon  :  odd,  Sampfon's  a  very-good  name  for  an  abls 
fellow:  Your  Sampfons  were  ftrong  dogs  from  the  begin 
ning. 

A'^.  Have  a  care,  and  don't  over-ail  your  part If 

you  remember,  Sampfon,  the  ftromreft  of  the  name,  pull'd- 
an  eld  houfe  over  bib  head  at  lad. 

Sir  Samp.  Say  you  fo,  huiTy  ? — Come,  let's  go  then;  odJ, 

I  long  to  he  pulling  too,  come  away: Udlo,  here's  fomc- 

oiody  coming. 

SCENE       IILi 
T  A  TT  L  E,    J.E  R  E  M  Y. 

Tat.  Is  not  that  fhe,  gone  out  juft  now  ? 

J^r.  Ay,  Sir,    flic's  ji.ft  going  to  the  p!ar^  of  appoint 
ment.     Ah,    Sir,    if  you  are- not  very  faithful  and  clofc  in 
this  bufioeJs,  you'll  certainly  be  the  death  of  a- pcrfou 
B  b  3 
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has  a  moft  extraordinary  pauion  for  your  honour's  fer> 

lice. 

TJ(.  Ay,  who's  that  ? 

j.r.  liven  my  unworthy  fe!f,  Sir Sir,  I  had  an  appe 
tite  to  be  fed  with  your  commands  a  great  while; And 

DOW,  ^ir,  my  former  matter  having  much  troubled  the 
fountain  of  his  underftanding,  it  is  a  very  plaufible  occa- 
fion  for  me  to  quenrh  my  thirft  at  the  fpringof  your  bounty 
• — I  thought  I  couJd  not  recommend  myfelf  better  to  you, 
Sir,  than  by  the  delivery  of  a  great  beauty  and  fortune 
into  your  arms,  whom  I  have  heard  you  figh  for. 

Tat.  I'll   make   thy  fortune;    fay  no  more Thou, 

art  a  pretty  fellow,  and  can'ft  carry  a  menage  to  a  lady, 
in  a  pretty  foft  kind  of  phrafe,  and  with  a  goodptrfuading 
accent. 

Jer.  Sir,  I  have  the  feeds  of  rhetoric   and  oratory  in  my 

Nhcad 1  have  been  at  Cambridge. 

T.:t.  Ay;  'tis  well  enough  for  a  fervant  to  be  bred  at 
an  univerfity :  but  the  education  is  a  little  too  pedantic  for 
a  gentleman.  1  hope  you  are  fccret  in  your  nature,  pri 
vate,  clofe,  ha  ? 

Ji-r.  O  Sir,  for  that,  'tis  my  chief  talent ;  I'm  as  fecret, 
as  the  head  of  Nilus, 

Tat.  Ay  ?  who  is  he,  tho'  ?  A  privy  counfellor  ? 
"jer.    O   ignorance!    [Ajlt!e.~\    A   cunning   Egyptiarj,   Sir, 
that  with   his  arms  would  over-run  the   country  ;  yet  no- . 
body  could  ever  find  out  bis  head-quarters. 

Tat:  Clofe  dog!   A  good   whoremafter,    I  warrant   him 

_ the  time  draws   nigh,  Jeremy.     Angelica   will  be 

Ttii'd  like  a  nun;  and  I  muft  be  hooded  like  a  friar  ;  ha, 
Jeremy  ? 

J.r.  Ay,  Sir,  hooded  like  a  hawk,  to  feize  at  firfl  fight 
\ipon  the  quarr-,-.  It  is  the  whim  of  my  mafttr's  madnefs 
to  be  fo  drefb'd  ;  and  fhe  is  fo  in  love  v.-:;h  him,  fhe'll 
comply  with  sny  thing  to  pleafe  him.  Poor  Lady,  I'm 
fuic  fhe'li  have  reaion  to  pray  for  me,  wkta  flic  finds  what 
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a  hapny  exchange  fhe  has  made,  between  a  madman  aud 
fo  aceumplilVd  a  gentleman. 

Tut.  Ay,  faith,  fo  ilic  will,  Jeremy;  you're  a  good 

friend  to  her,  poor  creature 1  fwcar  1  do  it  hardly  fo 

much  in  confideration  of  aiyfclf  as  companion  to  her. 

Jcr.  '  Fis  an  acSt  of  charity,  Sir,  to  favt  a  fine  woman 
with  thirty  thoufand  pound,  from  throwing  herfelt'  away. 

Tat.  So  'tis,  faith 1  might  have  fav'd  feveral  others 

in  my  time  ;  but  i'g -d  I  could  never  find  in  ir.y  heart  to 
marry  any  body  before. 

Jcr.  Well,  sir,  I'll  go  and  tell  her  my  matter's  com 
ing;  and.  meet  you  in  half  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  with 
your  difguife,  at  your  own  lodgings.  You  muft  talk  a 
little  madly,  fhe  won't  diftinguilh  the  tone  of  your  voice. 

Tat.  No,  no,  let  me  alone  for  a  counterfeit ;— — I'll  be 
ready  for  you. 


SCENE       IV. 
TATTLE,    Mifs    PRUE. 

M;/>.  O  Mr  Tattle,  are  you  here!  I'm  glad  I  havfc 
found  you  -,  I  have  been  looking  up  and  down  for  you 
like  any  thing,  'till  I'm  as  tired  as  any  thing  in  the  world. 

Tat.  O  pox,  how  fliall  I  get  rid  of  this  foolifh  girl ! 

I4f&. 

Mj/r.  O  I  have  pure  news,  I  can  tell  you  pure  news 

1  mud  not  marry  the  feaman  now my  father  fays 

fo.  Why  won't  you  be  my  hufband  '  You  fay  you  love 
me,  and  you  won't  be  my  hufband  And  i  know  you  may 
be  my  hufband  now  if  you  pleafe. 

Tut.  O  fy,  Mifs  :   who  toid  you  fo,  child  ? 

M-/S.  Wny,  my  father 1  told  him  that  you  lov'd 

me. 

Tat.  O  fy,  Mifs,  why  did  you  do  fo  ?  And  who  told  you 
fo,  child  ? 

Alij's.  Who  ?  why  you  did  ;  did  not  you  ? 
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Tat.  O  pox,  that  was  yefterday,  Mifs,  that  was  a  great- 
while  ago,  child.  I  have  been  aflcep  fincc  ;  llep;  a  whole 
night,  aud  did  not  fo  much- as  dream  of  the  matter. 

Mifs.  'Pthaw,  O  but  I  dreamt  that  it  was  fo  tho*. 

Tut.    Ay,   but  your   father    will   tell   you   that   di earns 

come  by  contraries,   child O  fy  ;   what,   we  muft  not 

love  one  another  now "Plhaw,  that  would  be  a  foolilh. 

thing  indeed Fy,  fy,  you're  a  woman  now,  and 

mud  think  of  a  now  man  every  morning,    and  forgtt  him 

every  night— No,  no,  to  marry  is  to  be  a  child  again, 

and  play  with  the  fame,  rattle  always  ;  O  fy, .  marrying  is- 
a  paw  thing. 

Mifs,  Well,  but  don't  you  love  me  as  well  as  you  did 
laft  night  then  ? 

Tat.  No,  no,  child,  you  would  not  have  me. 

Mifs.  No  ?  Yes,  but  I  would  tho'. 

Tat.  'Pfhaw,  but  I  tell  you,  you  would  not 
You  forget  yeu're  a  woman,  and  don't  know  your  owtv- 
aaind. 

M.ifs.  But  here's  my  father,  and  he  knows  my  miruL" 


SCENE      V. 
[TV  them}    FORESIGHT. 

Tore.  O,  Mr  Tattle,  your  fervant,  you  are  a  clofe  man  j 
but  methinks  your  love  to  my  daughter  was  a  fecret  I 

might   have  been  trufted  with, Or  h;ul  you  a  mind: 

to  try  if  I  could  difcover  it   by  my  art hum,  ha  !  I 

think  there  is  forncthing  in  your  phyfiognomy,  that  has  a 
refemblance  of  her  ;  and  the  girl  is  like  me. 

Tat.  And  fo  you  wou'd  infer,  that  you  and  I  arc  li'ike 
—••what  does  the  old  prig  mean  ?  I'J!  banter  him,  and  laugh 
at  him,  and  leave  him.  \_Afidt.}  I  fancy  you  have  a  wrong 
Boticin  ef  facss. 

JVf    How  '  what  ?  a  wrong- notion !  How  fo  ? 

Tat.  la  the  way  of  art  :  i  have  fonae  ukicg  fsatnres, 
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act  obvious  to  vulgar  eyes :  that  arc  indications  of  a  fud- 
den  turn  of  good  fortune,  in  the  lottery  of  wives  ;  and 
promise  a  great  beauty  and  great  fortune  refcrved  alone 
for  me,  by  a  private  intrigue  of  deftiny,  kept  fecret  from 
the  piercing  eye  of  perfpicuity  j  from  all  aftrologers,  and 
the  flars  themfelves 

Fore.  How  ?  I  will  make  it  appear,  that  what  you  fay 
Js  impofiible. 

Tat.  Sk,  1  beg  your  pardon,  I'm  in  hafle — — 

Fore,  For  what  ? 

Tat.  To  be  married,  Sir,  married* 

Fore.  Ay,  but  pray  take  me  along  with  you,  Sir 

Tat.  No,  Sir  ;  'tis  to  be  done  privately— ——I  never 
make  confidents. 

Fore.  Well ;  but  my  confent  I  mean You  won't 

marry  my  daughter  without  my  conient  ? 

Tat.  Who  I,  Sir  ?  I'm  an  abiblute  flranger  to  you  and 
your  daughter,  Sir. 

Fore.  Hey-day  !  what  time  of  the  moon  is  this  ? 

Tat.  Very  true,  Sir,  and  defire  to  continue  fo.  I  have 
no  more  love  for  your  daughter,  than  1  have  likentfs  of 
you  ;  and  1  have  a  fecret  in  my  heart,  which  you  would, 
be  glad  to  know,  and  £han't  know  ;  and  yet  you  ihall 
"know  it  too,  and  be  forry  for't  afterwards.  I'd  have  you, 
to  know,  Sir,  that.  I  am  as  knowing  as  the  ftars,  and  as  fe 
cret  as  the  night.  And  I'm  going  to  be  married  juft  now, 
ytt  did  not  know  of  it  half  an  hour  ago  ;  and  the  Lady 

{lays  for  me,  and  does  not  know  of  it  yet There's  a 

myflery  for  you, 1  know  you  love  to  unty  difficulties 

Or  if  you  can't  folvc  this,  ftay  here  a  quarter  of  an 

feour,  «jnd  I'll  conj,e  and  explain  it  to  you. 
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FORESIGHT,    Mifs    P  R  U  K. 

lifs.  O  father,  why  will  you  let  him  go  ?  Won't  you 
make  him  to  be  my  hufband  ? 

Fore.  Mercy  on  us,  what  do  thefe  lunacies  portend"? 
Alas  ?  he's  mad,  child,  dark  wild. 

Mifi.  -What,  and  muft  not  I  have  e'er  a  hufband  then  7 
What,  muft  I  go  to  bed  to  nurfe  again,  and  be  a  child  a* 
Jong  as  flic's  an  old  woman  :  Indeed  but  i  won't.  For 
now  my  mind  is  fet  upon  a  man,  I  will  have  a  man  fome 
way  or  other.  Oh  !  methinks  I'm  fick  when  I  think  of  a 
roan  ;  and  if  I  can't  have  one,  1  wou'd  go  to  flcep  all  my 
life  :  for  when  I'm  awake  it  makes  me  wifli  and  long,  and 

I  don't  know  for  what And  I'd  rather  be  always 

afleep,  than  fick  with  thinking. 

Fire.  O  fearful !  I  think  the  girl's  influenc'd  too, » 

Huffy,  you  fli all  have  a  red. 

Af;/r.  A  fiddle  of  a  rod,  I'll  have  a  hufband  :  and  if 
you  won't  get  me  one,  I'll  get  one  for  myfelf:  I'll  marry 
our  Robin  the  butler,  he  fays  he  loves  me,  and  he's  a 
haudfome  man,  and  fhall  be  my  hufband;  I  warrant  he'll 
fce  my  huibaud,  and  thank  me  too,  for  he  told  me  fo. 

SCENE      VH. 
f To  them]   SCANDAL,  Mrs  FORESIGHT   and  NURSE- 

Fore.  Did  he  fo  ? I'll  difpatch  him  for't  prefently; 

logue!  Oh,  nurfe,  come  hither. 

Nurfe.  What  is  your  worship's  plcafure  ? 

Fore.  Here  take  your  young  miftrefs,  and  lock  her  up 
prefemly,  'till  farther  orders  from  me — not  a  word,  huffy 
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•  Do  what  I  bid  you,  no  reply,  away.  And  bid  Robi« 
make  ready  to  give  an  account  of  his  plate  and  linen, 
d'ye  hear  :  be  gone  when  1  bid  you. 

Mrs  f'erf.  What  is  the  matter,  hufband  ? 

Fore.  'Tis  not  convenient  to  tell  you  now Mr  Scan 
dal,  Heav'n  keep  us  all  in  our  fenfes- — : — I  fear  there 
is  a  contagions  frenzy  abroad.  How  does  Valentine  ? 

Scan.  O,  I  hope  he  will  do  well  again J  have  a  mef- 

fage  from  him  to  your  niece  Angelica. 

Fore.  I  think  flie  has  not  returned  fince  fhe  went 
abroad  with  Sir  Sampfon.  Nurfe,  why  are  you  not  gone? 


SCENE       VIII. 
FORESIGHT,    SCANDAL,    Mrs   FORESIGHT,    BE?C. 

Mrs  Fore.  Here's  Mr  Benjamin,  he  can  tell  us  if  his 
father  be  come  home. 

Ben  Who,  father  ?  Ay,  he's  come  home  with  a  ven 
geance. 

Mrs  Fjre.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ! 

Be*.  Matter  !   Why  he's  mad. 

Fore.  Mercy  on  us  !   )  was  afraid  of  this. 

Ben  And  there's  the  handfome  young  -voman,  {he,  as 
they  fay,  brother  Val.  went  mad  for,  fhe's  mad  too,  I 
think. 

Fore.  O  my  poor  niece,  my  poor  niece,  is  flic  gone  too  ? 
Well,  I  (hall  run  mad  next. 

Mrs  Fire.  Well,  but  how  mad  ?  how  d'ye  mean  ? 

Ben.  Nay,  I'll  give  you  leave  to  guefs I'll  undertake 

to  make  a  voyage  to  Antcgo No,  hold    I  mayn't  fay  fo 

neither But  I'll  fail  as  far  as  Leghorn,  and  back  again, 

before  you  lLall  guefs  at  the  matter,  ana  do  nothing  elie ; 
Mefs,  you  may  take  in  all  the  points  of  the  compafs,  and 
act  hit  right. 
I 
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Mrs  rare.  Your  experiment  will  take  up  a  little  to* 
much  time. 

Ben.  Why  then  I'll  tell  you  ;  there's  a  new  wedding 
upon  the  (locks,  and  they  two  are  going  to  be  married  to 
rights. 

Scan.  Who  ? 

EC,'.  Why,  father,  and — the  young  woman.  I  can't 
hit  of  her  name. 

Scan,  Angelica  ? 

Ben.  Ay,  the  fame. 

Mrs  f'.re.  Sir  Sampfon  and  Angelica,  impoflible  ! 

Bi-:i.  That  may  be — but  I'm  fure  it  is  as  I  tell  you. 

Scan.  'Sdeath,  'tis  a  jeft.     I  can't  believe  it. 

Uc'i-.  Look  you,  fiiend,  'Tis  nothing  to  me  whether 
you  believe  it  or  no.  What  1  fay  is  true  d'ye  fee ;  they 
are  married,  or  juft  going  to  be  married,  I  know  not  which. 

»<.-.   Well,  but  they  are  not  mad,  that  is,  not  lunatic. 

Ben.  1  don't  know  what  you  may  call  madnefs But 

flie's  mad  for  a  hufband,  and  he's  horn  mad,  I  think,  or 
they'd  ne'er  make  a  match  together — Here  they  come. 


SCENE       IX. 

[•r«  l/iem]  Sir  SAMPSON,  ANGELICA,    BUCKRAM. 

Sir  Samp.  Where  is  this  old  foothfayer  ?  this  uncle  of 
mine  eledt  ?  A  ha,  old  Fo.rcnght,  uncle  Forefight,  wifli  me 
joy,  uncle  Forefight,  double  joy,  both  as  uncle  and  atbo- 
logcr  ;  here's  a  conjunction  that  was  not  foretold  in  all 
your  tphcmeris — The  brighteft  flar  in  the  blue  firmament 
—  i  ft  l-ve.  and  foforth  ;  and  I'm 

lord  of  the  af<  cudant.     udcl,  you're  an  old  fellow,    i  ore- 
fight  ;  uncle   J  mean,  a  very  old  fellow,  uncle  ton 
ar.d  -(-'<•  you  ihail  livr  to  cla:?' =   <u  n>y  wedding;  faith  and 
trot U  you  ihall.     Odd,  we'll  have  the  mulic  of  the  fpheres 
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'£br  thce,  old  Lilly,  that  we  will,  and  thou  flialt  lead  up  a 
glance  in  via  laftea. 

Fore.  I'm  thunderftruck!  You  are  not  married  to  my 
niece  ? 

Sir  Samp.  Not  abfolutely  married,  uncle;  but  very  near 
it,  within  a  kifs  of  the  matter,  as  you  fee.  [K'JTcs  Angelica. 

Ang.  'Tis  very  tiue  indeed,  uncle;  1  hope  you'll  be 
my  father,  and  give  me. 

Sir  Samp.  That  he  fhall,  or  I'll  burn  his  globes 

Cody  oVne,  he  fhall  be  thy  father,  I'll  make  him  thy  fa 
ther,  and  thou  l~halt  make  me  a  father,  and  I'll  make  thec 
a  mother,  and  we'll  beget  ions  and  daughters  enow  to  put 
•the  weekly  bills  out  of  countenance 

Scan.  Death -and  hell !  Where's  Valentine? 


SCENE       X. 

Sir     S  A  M  P  S  O  N,     A  N  G  E  L  I  C  A,     FORESIGHT, 
Mrs    FORESIGHT,    BEN,    BUCKRAM. 

Mrs  Fore.  This  is  fo  furprifing- 

Sir  Samp,  How !  what  does  my  aunt  fay  ?  Surprifing, 
Aunt !  Not  at  all,  for  a  young  couple  to  make  a  match  in 

winter  ?    Not  at  all 'Tis  a  plot   to  undermine  cold 

leather,  and  dcftroy  that  ufurper  of  a  bed  called  a  warm- 
-ing-pan. 

Mrs  Fore.  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  have  fo  much  fire  in  you, 
Sir  Sampfon. 

Ben.  Mafs,  I  fear  his  fire's  little  better  than  tinder:  may 
hap  it  will  only  ferve  to  light  up  a  match  for  feme  body 
<lfe.  The  young  woman's  a  handfome  young  woman,  I 
can't  deny  it;  but  father,  if  I  might  be  your  pilot  in  this 
cafe,  you  fliould  not  marry  her.  'Tis  juft  the  fame  thing, 
as  if  fo  be  you  iliould  fail  fo  far,  as  the  Straits  .without 
provifion. 

VOL.  I.  C  6 
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Sir  Samp.  Who  gave  you  authority  to  fpcak,  Sirrah  ?  to 
your  element,  fifh,bemute,  fifh  andtofea,  rule  your  helm, 
Sirrah,  don't  diredt  me. 

Bin.  Well,  well,  take  you  care  of  your  own  helm,  or 
you  mayn't  ketp  your  new  veffel  fteddy. 

Sir  Samp.  Why,  you  impudent  tarpaulin  !  Sirrah,  do 
you'bring  your  forecaflle  jcfts  upon  your  father  ?  but  I 
fliall  be  even  with  you,  I  won't  give  you  a  groat.  Mr 
Buckram,  is  the  conveyance  fo  worded  that  nothing  can 
pofiibly  defcend  to  this  fcoundrel  ?  I  wou'd  not  fo  much  as 
have  him  have  the  profpedtof  an  eflafe  ;  tho'  there  were 
no  way  to  come  to  it,  but  by  the  North-Kaft  pafTage. 

Buck.  Sir,  it  is  drawn  according  to  your  directions  , 
there  is  not  the  leaft  cranny  of  the  law«nftopt. 

Ben.  Lawyer,  I  believe  there's  many  a  cranny  ,and  leak 
unftopt  in  your  confcience  —  If  fo  be  that  one  had  a  pump 
to  your  bofom,  I  believe  we  fliou'd  difcoTer  a  foul  hold. 
They  fay  a  witch  will  fail  in  a  fieve  —  But  I  believe  the 
devil  wou'd  not  venture  aboard  o'your  confcience.  And 
that's  for  you. 

Sir  Samp.  Hold  your  tongue,  Sirrah.  How  now  ?  who's 


SCENE       XI. 
£r«  them]    TATTLE   and  Mrs   T  R  A  I  L, 

Mrs  Frail.    O;  fitter,  the  moft  unlucky  accident. 

Mrs    Fore.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Tat.    O,  the  two  moft  unfortunate  poor  creatures  in  the 
•worU  we  are. 

Fore.    Blcfsus!  how  fo  ? 

Mrs  Frail.   Ah,  Mr  Tattle  and  I,  poor  Mr  Tattle  and  I 
are  -  1  can't  fpeak  it  out. 
•TVf.   Nor  I  -  But  poor  Mrs  Frail  and  I   arc—  <-- 

Mrs  Frail.   Married. 
,  Mrs  Fere-   Married!  How? 
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Trtf,  -Suddenly- before  we  knew  where  we  were 

that  villain  Jeremy,  by  the  help  of  diiguifes,  trick'd  us 
into  one  another. 

Fore.  Why,  you  told  me  juft  now,  you  went  hence  in 
hade  to  be  married. 

Ang.  But  I  believe  Mr  Tattle  meant  the  favour  to  me* 
I  thank  him. 

Tat.  I  did,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav'd,  Madam,  my  intentions 
\vere  good — But  this  is  the  moft  cruel  thing,  to  marry  one 

does  not  know  how,  nor  why,   nor  wherefore The 

devil  take  me  if  ever  I  was  fo  much  conccrn'd  at  any  thing 
in  my  life. 

An%.  'Tis  very  unhappy,  if  you  don't  care  for  one  a- 
nother. 

Tat.   The  leaft  in  the  world -That  is,  for  my  part; 

I  fpeak  for  myfelf.     Gad;  I  never   had   the  U&ft  thought 

of  ferious   kindnefs 1  never  lik'u  any  body   lefs  in  my 

life.  Poor  woman  !  Gad,  I'm  forry  for  her  too ;  for  I 
have  no  reafon  to  hate  her  neitUei  ;  but  I  belieme  I  fliall 
Jead  her  a  damn'd  fort  of  a  life. 

Mrs  Ff'Te.  He's  better  than  no  hufband-at  all — tho'  he's 
a  coxcomb.  [To  Frail. 

Mrs  Frail.  [To  ler."]  Ay,  ay,  'tis  well  ''tis  not  \vcrie. 
-——Nay,  for  my  part  I  always  defpifed  Mr  Tattle  of  all 
things:  nothing  but  his  being  -  my  hirfbahd  could  have 
made  me  like  him  lefs. 

Tat.    Look  you  there,  I' thought    as  much- Pox 

on't.'I  willi  we  could  keep  it  fecret  :  why,  I  don't  believe 
any  of  this  company  wou'd  fpeak  of  it. 

Mrs  Frail.  But,  my  dear,  that's  impoffible;  the  parfon 
and' that  rogue  Jeremy  wilTpublifh'tt. 

Tiit    Ay,  my  dear,  Ib  they  will,  as  you  fay. 

A',%.  O  you'll  am-ee  very  \vtll  in  a  little  time;  cuflom 
•will  make  it  eafy  to  you. 

Tut.  Eafy !  Poxon't,  I  don't  believe  1  fliall  fleep  to- 
urght. 

bit  Zamp.  Sleep,  quotha !  No,  why  you  would  not  fleep 
Cc   a 
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o'  your  wedding  night  ?  I'm  an  older  fellow  than  you,  and 
don't  mc;in  to  fleep. 

Ben.  Why,  there's  another  match  now,  as  tho'f  a  couple 
of  privateers  were  looking  for  a  prize,  and  (hoiild  fall  foul 
of  one  another.  I'm  fbrry  for  the  young  man  with  all 
my  heart.  Look  you,  friend,  if  1  may  advife  you,  when 
flic's  gojng,  for  that  you  rr.ufl  ciptct,  I  have  experience 
of  her,  when  flic's  going,  let  her  go.  For  no  matrimony 
is  tough  enough  to  hold  her,  and  if  fhe  can't  drag  her  an 
chor  along  with  htr,  llie'll  break  her  cable,  I  can  tell  you 
that.  Who's  here  ?  the  madman  ? 


SCENE,     The  LaJ}.. 

VALENTINE.  SCANDAL,  Sir  .SAMPSON,  A  Jf- 
G  ELICA,  FOR  ESIOHT,  Mr*  FORESIGHT,  TAT- 
'I  L  E,  Mrs  F  A  A  I  L,  BEN,  JEREMY,  BUCKRAM. 

Vol.   No  ;  here's  the  fool;  and  if  occafion  be,  I'll  give  ic 
under  my  hand. 

Sir   Samp.    How  now! 

Valt    Sir,  I'm  come  to  acknowledge  my  errors,  and  aflc 
your  pardon. 

Sir  Samp.   What,  have  you  found  your   fenfes   at   laft 
then  ?   In  good  time,  Sir. 

fa!.   You  were  abus'd,  Sir,  I  never  was  diflra&ed. 

Fore.   How,  not  mad !    Mr  Scandal. 

Scan.  No,  really,  Sir;  I'm  his  witnefs,  it  was  all  counter 
feit. 

Vcl.    J  thought  I  had  reafons. But   it  was  a   poor 

contrivance,  the  effedr,  has  {hewn  it  fuch. 

Sir   Samp.   Contrivance,  what,  to  cheat   me  ?    to  cheat 
vour  father  ?   Sirrah,  could  you  hope  to  profper  ? 
'    Val.    Indeed,  J  thought.  Sir,  when  the  fat  her  endeavour 
ed  to  undo  the  fon.  it  was  a  reafonable  return  of  nature. 

Sir  Samp.    Very  good,  Sir Mr    Buckram,  are  yoij 

ready ! Come,  Sir,  will  you  fi^i  and  feal? 
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Vol.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir;  but  fiift  I  would  a  fit  this  lady 
one  queftion. 

Sir  Samp.  Sir,  you  muft  afk  me  leave  firft ;  that  Lady  ? 
No,  Sir;  you  fliall  aik  tlm  Lady  noqucftions,  'till  you 
have  afked  her  bleffing,  Sir;  that  Lady  is  to  be  my  wifr-c 

Val.  I  have  heard  as  much,  Sir;  b»t  1  would  have  it 
from  her  own  mouth. 

Sir  Samp.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  I  lie,  Sir,  and  you 
don't  believe  what  I  fay. 

Val.  Pardon  me,  Sir.  But  I  reflect  that  I  very  latel/ 
counterfeited  mad-nefs  ;  I  don't  know  but  the  frolic  may 
go  round. 

Sir  Samp.  Come,  chuck,  fatisfy  him,  anfwer  him;—  — 
Come,  come,  Mr  Buckram,  the  pen  and  ink. 

Euik:  Here  iris,  Sir,  with  the  deed;  all  is  ready. 

[Valentine  goeMo  Angelicas 

Aug.  'Tis  true,  you  have  a  great  while  pretended  love 
to  me  ;  nay,  what  if  you  were  fincere;  (lilt  you  mud' par 
don  me,  if  I  think  my  own  inclinations  have  a  better  right 
to  difpofc  of  my  perfon,  than  yours. 

Sir  Samp.   Are  you  anfwer'd  now,  Sir  ? 

Val.   Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  Samp.  Where's  your  plot,  Sir  ?  and  your  contri 
vance  now,  Sir  ?  Will  you  fign,  Sir  ?  Come,  will  you  fign 
and  feal  ? 

Val.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

Scan.  'Sdeathryou  are  not  mad  indeed,  to  ruin  yourfeif? 

Val.  I  have  been  disappointed  of  my  only  hope;  and 
he  that  lofes  hope  may  part  with  any  thing.  1  never  va- 
lu'd  fortune,  but  as  it  was  fubfervient  to  my  pleafure;  and 
my  only  pleafure  was  to  pleafe  this  Lady;  1  have  made 
many  vain  attempts,  and  find  at  laft  that  nothing  but  my 
ruin  can  effect  it ;  which,  for  that  reafon,  I  will  fign  to — 
Give  me  the  paper. 

Ang.   Generous  Valentine!  \Afde, 

Muck.  Here  is  the  deed,  Sir. 

Cc  * 
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*'<i7.  But  where  is  the  bond,  by  which  I  am  obbVd  to 
fign  this ! 

Buck.    Sir  Sanrpfon,  you  have  it. 

Jng.  No,  I  have  it;  and  I'll  nfe  it,  as  I  wou'd  every 
tiling  that  is  an  enemy  to  Valentine.  [Tears  jhe  paper. 

Sir  Semp.  How  now  ! 

Yd.  Ha! 

Aug.  Had  I  the  world  to  give  you,  it  eou'd  not  make 
me  worthy  of  fo  generous  and  faithful  a  paflion  ;  here's  my 
hand,  my  heart  xras  always  yonrs,  and  ftruggled  very  hard 
to  mate  this  utrr.ol  trial  of  your  virtus.  [Ts  Valentine. 

Vol.  Between  pleafuie  and  amazement,  I  am  loft 
-Hut  on  my  knees  1  take  the  bleffing. 

Sir  Samp.  Oons,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

Ren.  Mcfs,  here's  the  wind  chang'd  again.  Father,  you 
and  I  may  make  a  voyage  together  now. 

Aug.  Wei),  Sir  Sampfon,  fmcc  I  have  play'd  you  a  trick, 
I'll  advife  you  how  you  may  avoid  fuch  another  Learn  to- 
be  a  good  father,  or  you'll  never  get  a  fecond  wife.  I  al4- 
ways  lov'd  your  fbn,  and  hated  your  unforgiving  nature.  I 
was  refolv'd  to  try  bim  to  the  utmoftj  I  have  rry'd  you 
too,  and  know  you  both.  You  have  not  more  faults  than  he 
has  virtues ;  and  'tis  hardly  more  pleafure  to  me,  that  I  can 
make  him  and  myfclf  happy,  than  that  I  can  punifTi  you. 

Val.  If  my  happfnefs  cou'd  receive  addition,  this  kind' 
furprize  wou'd  make  it  double. 

Sir  S-wp.  Oons,  your 're  a  crocodife. 

F*rc.  Rtully,  Sir  Sampfon,  this  is  a  fudden  cclipfe. 

Sir  Suinf-.  You're  an  illiterate  old  fool,  and  I'm  another. 

Tat.  If  the  gentleman  is  in  diforder  for  want  of  a  wife, 
I  can  fpare  him  mine.  Oh^  are  you  there,  Sir  ?  I'm  in 
debted  to  you  for  my  happinefs.  [To  Jeremy. 

Jer.  Sir,  I  afk  you  ten  thoufand  pardons;  'twas  an 
arrant  miftake — You  fee,  Sir,  my  mafter  was- never  mad 
or  any  thing  like  it Then  how  cou'd  it  be  otherwifc  ? 

Vc.l.  Tattle,  1  thank  you,  you  would  have  interpofed 
between  me  and  heav'n ;  but  providence  laid  pu  gatory  ia 
your  way  -You  have  but  juflice. 
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Scan.  I  hear  the  fiddles  that  Sir  Sampfon  provided  for 
his  own  wedding;  methinks  'tis  pity  they  fhou'd  not  be 
employ 'd  when  the  match  is  fo  much  mended.  Valen 
tine,  tho'  it  be  morning,  we  may  have  a  dance. 

Val.  Any  thing,  my  frieud,  every  thing  thai  looks  like 
joy  and  tranfport. 

Scan.  Call  'em,  Jeremy. 

Aug.  I  have  done  dillembling  now,  Valentine  ;  and  if  that 
coldiiefs  which  I  have  always  worn  before  you,  thould  turn 
to  an  extreme  fondnefs,  you  muft  not  fufpe<5t  it. 

Val.  I'll  prevent  that  fufpicion — For  1  intend  to  dbat  to 
that  immoderate  degree,  that  your  fondntfs  {hall  never  di- 
ftinguifh  itfelf  enough  to  be  takennotice  of.  If  ever  you  feerri 
to  love  too  much,  it  muft  be  only  when  I  can't  love  enough. 

Aug.  Have  a  care  of  promifes ;  you  know  you  are  apt 
to  run  more  ia  debt  than  you  are  able  to  pay. 

Val.  Therefore  I  yield  my  body  at  your  prifoncr,  and 
make  your  beft  on't. 

Jer.  The  mufic  flays  for  you.  [Dance* 

Stan.  Well,  Madam,  you  have  done  exemplary  jufticc, 
in  punifhing  an  inhuman  father,  and  rewarding  a  faithful 
lover  :but  there  is  a  third  good  woik,  which  I,  in  particular, 
muft  thank  you  for  ;  1  was  an  infidel  to  your  fci,  and  you 
have  converted  me — For  now  I  am  convinc'd  that  all  wo 
men  are  not  like  fortune,  blind  in  beftowing  favours,  either 
on  thofe  who  do  not  merit,  or  who  do  not  want  'em. 

Ang.  'Tis  a«  unreasonable  accufation,  that  you  lay  up 
on  our  fex:  you  tax  us  with  injuftice,  only  to  coyer  your 
own  want  of  merit.  You  would  all  have  the  rexvard  of  love; 
but  few  have  the  conftancy  to  flay  till  it  becomes  your 
due.  Men  are  generally  hypocrites  and  infidels,  they  pre 
tend  to  worfliip,  but  have  neither  zeal  nor  faith  :  how  few, 
like  Valentine,  would  perfevere  even  to  martyrdom,  and 
facrifice  their  intereft  to  their  constancy !  In  admiring  me 
you  miiplace  the  novelty. 

The  miracle  to-day  is,  that  we  find 
A  lover  true :  not  that  a  woman's  kind. 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  at  the  opening  of  the  New  Houfe, 
By    Mrs-  B  R  A  C  E  G  I  R  D  L  E. 


O  U  R  F.  providence  at  firft  defign'd  this  place 

To  be  the  player's  refuge  in  driftefs  ; 
Forftill'rn  every  ftorm,  they  all  run  hither, 
As  to  a  flied^  tlrat  fliields  them  from  the  weatheiv 
But  thinking  of  this  change  which  laft  befel  us, 
'Tis  like  what  I  have  heard  our  poets  tell  u«  : 
For  when  behind  our  fcenes,  their  Aiits  are  pleading, 
To  help  their  love,  fometimes  they  fhow  their  reading i- 
And  wanting  ready  cafh  to  pay  for  hearts, 
They  top  then-  learning  on'  us,  and  their  parts. 
Once  of  philosophers  they  told  us  (lories, 

Whom,  as  I  think,  they  call'd Py Pythagoricsi 

I'm  fure  'tis  fomc  fuch  Latin  name  they  give  'em, 
And  we,  who  know  no  better   muft  believe  'em. 
Now  to  thefe  men  'fay  they)  fuch  fouls  were  giv'n, 
That  after  death  ne'er  went  to  hell,  nor  heav'n, 
Eut  liv'd,  I  know  not  how,  in  hearts;  and  then 
When  many  years  were  part,  in  men  again. 
Methinks,  we-players  refemble  fuch  a  foul, 
That,  does  from  bodies,  we  from  houfes  flrole. 
Thus  Ariftotle's  foul,  of  old  that  was, 
May  now  be  damn'd  to  animate  an  afs; 
Or  in  thin  very  houfe,  for  ought  we  know, 
Is  do'ng  painful  penance  in  feme  Beau  : 
And  thus,  our  audience,  which  did  once  refort 
To  fliining  theatres  to  fee  our  (port, 
Now  find  us  tofs'd  into- a  tennis-court. 
Thcfe  walls  but  t'other  day  were  fill'd  with  noife 
Of  roaring  gamefters,  and  your  dammee  boys ; 
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Then  hounding  balls  and  rackets  they  encompafr, 

And  now  they're  fill'd  with  jefts,  and  flights,  and  bombaft ! 

I  vow,  I  don't  much  like  this  transmigration,  ~\ 

Stroling  from  place  to  place,  by  circulation  ; 

Grant,  Heav'n,  we  don't  return  to  our  firfl  (ration.          J 

I  know  not  what  thefc  think:  but  for  my  part,  ~\ 

I  can't  reflect  without  an  aking  heart,  > 

How  we  fliou'd  end  in  our  original,  a  cart.  J 

But  we  can't  fe.tr,  fince  you're  ib  good  to  fave  us, 

That  you  have  only  let  us  up,  to  leave  us. 

Thus  from  the  part,  we  hope  for  future  grace, 

]  beg  it 

And  foine  here  know  I  have  a  begging  face. 
Then  praj"  coutinue  this  your  kiud-liehaviour,. 
for  a  clear  ftage  won't  do,  without  your  favour. 
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